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EVERYBODY WONDERS WHY 
WE DIDN’T SHOW THESE 
PHOTOS INHUSTLER. 


Less than perfect? Then it's simply 
not good enough for our readers. 
After all, we didn't get where we 
are by being easy to please. Still, 
there's a lot of pleasure to be 
had with less-than-perfect mod- 
els and photos. That's why 
HUSTLER REJECTS is filled with 
page after page of erotically 
posed, beautifully photo- 
graphed women who didn't 
meet our high standards. 
Yes, even our master pho- 
tographers can goof up. 
Sometimes a model isn't as 
photogenic as she is at- 
tractive, or the pictures 
were just 
But we'll let 
you be the judge of 
that. Hustle on down to 
your nearest news- 
stand, or fill out the 
coupon below. See 
for yourself why 
HUSTLER didn't 
have the balls to 
publish these 
photos. 


PICK UPA COPY AT YOUR 
LOCAL NEWSSTAND TODAY! 


Report by Steve Govoni 
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PUBLISHER'S STATEMENT 


I Hate Hypocrites! 


he leadership of the Moral Majority and I both say we 

oppose censorship. But I mean it. It’s one thing to say 

you believe in freedom of speech, but another to prac- 
tice what you preach. Unfortunately, some fat cats in the maga- 
zine business pay lip service to the idea of free speech, but they 
don’t have the balls to back it up in print. There’s no doubt in 
my mind that if the Moral Majority ever takes over this country, 
the National Lampoon and Rolling Stone will burn in the same 
fire as HUSTLER. That’s why I find it beyond belief these mag- 
azines would censor ads for the anniversary issue of HUSTLER. 

As far as I’m concerned, there’s no difference between the ac- 
tions of those two magazines and the spineless, repressive ideas 
of the Moral Majority. The Rolling Stone editor and National 
Lampoon chairman might as well be put in the same snake pit as 
Falwell. But I’m not going to take up space with this, when you 
can get more details on page 17 of this issue. Besides, we only 
wanted to place the Scratch ’n’ Sniff ads (see bottom left) in 
Rolling Stone and National Lampoon because the same people 
who read HUSTLER will sometimes buy one of those rags. It 
was just an attempt to alert our readers in as many ways as 
possible that we had something extra for them. 

HUSTLER runs some product ads I don’t like, nor would I 
consider using some of the products themselves. Some I even 
find visually offensive. But who am I to impose my taste or my 
ideals on anyone? And that’s what 
censorship is— trying to kill off and be 
done with those things that don’t 
meet with a particular taste, opinion 
or ideal. Believe me, we’ve been 
under pressure to do it, but it’s my 
firm belief that censoring advertising 
is the first step toward giving up our 
entire right to print whatever we 
want. Therefore, the only ads I’ve 
ever refused to run have involved 
pedophilia (sex with children) and 
bestiality. 

I also know that if we banned the 
explicit sex ads that we run, we 
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could bring in more revenue from so-called “respectable” 
advertisers. But there’s no way I’d ever let that happen. 
HUSTLER is a sex magazine and my job as publisher is to give 
the readers what they want. No big-shot advertiser can ever 
offer me enough to ban even the smallest sex ad. 

A few years ago I was on a dais with Lampoon chairman Mat- 
ty Simmons. As guest speaker he talked about the early days of 
National Lampoon and its censorship problems. The audience 
applauded his perseverance to stand up under the pressure and 
continue to fight and defend what was then called his tasteless, 
dirty magazine. Who would think that years later he would be 
just as guilty of trying to restrict freedom of the press as his ac- 
cusers once were? If I’m ever asked to break bread with Matty 
Simmons again, I’ll tell that hypocrite I’d rather eat in the 
kitchen with the illegal aliens. 

At HUSTLER, we're not hypocrites. When Club magazine 
and Screw magazine wanted to run ads in HUSTLER, we 
accepted them even though they’re competitors. And we’d do it 
again without hesitation. 

I only wish Rolling Stone and National Lampoon had the same 
attitude about freedom of the press. Who could imagine that 
Jann Wenner, editor of Rolling Stone, would accept ads from the 
raunchiest, most outrageous rock groups whose songs are full of 
explicit sex references and “dirty” words; yet turn down a per- 
fectly tasteful ad from HUSTLER? Simmons and Wenner are 
too weak-kneed to stand up for free speech when it really 
counts. They’re just journalistic whores, going along with 
whatever they think is politically popular. 

The First Amendment is being treated like yesterday’s gar- 
bage by too many people in this country. The last thing we need 
is for the press itself to start playing into the hands of the ene- 
my, like Wenner and Simmons have done. My promise to you is 
that as long as HUSTLER is around, the forces of repression are 
going to have one hell of a fight on their hands. 


—ALTHEA FLYNT 
Publisher & Chairman of the Board 
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Abuse is not something we think 
about, it’s something we do. It runs 
against our nature, yet it comes 
naturally. It’s a major epidemic and 
a contagious one. Abused children 
often become abusive parents. 
Abuse perpetuates abuse. 

Child abuse is a major cause of 
death for children under two. Last 
year in America, an estimated one 
million children suffered physical, 
sexual or emotional abuse and ne- 
glect (many cases go unreported). 
At least 2,000 died needless, pain- 
ful deaths. And if you think child 
abuse is confined to any particular 
race, religion, income group or 
social stratum, you’re wrong. It’s 


No one wakes up thinking, 
“Today I'm going to abuse my child’ 


everybody's problem. 

What's being done about pre- 
vention? Not enough. Preventive fa- 
cilities are simply inadequate. Most 
social agencies deal with abusers 
and their victims after the damage 
has been done. 

Child abuse doesn’t have to 
happen. Eighty percent of all abusers 
could be helped, with your help. Your 
community needs your aid in form- 
ing crisis centers, self-help pro- 
grams for abusers, and other grass 
roots organizations. Please. Please 
write for more information on child 
abuse and how you can help. 

What will you do today that’s 
more important? 


A Public Service of This Magazine Wa e 
& The Advertising Council : 
UNC! 


a We need your help. Write: 


National Committee for Prevention of Child Abuse, Box 2866, Chicago, Illinois 60690 


at, sniff and be merry, be- 

| Bo it’s time to cele- 
brate HUSTLER’s Eighth 
Anniversary. We’ve got a gala 
issue packed with fabulous 
gifts, including our famous 
Scratch ’n’ Sniff Centerfold 
and sensuous poses of one of 
the world’s greatest sex sym- 
bols. And those are just two ex- 
amples of the energy and effort 
our staff has put into this very 
special edition. 
Nobody understands the bit- Alex Ebel 
tersweet taste of success better than country 
singer Merle Haggard. Even though President 
Ronald Reagan says this ex-convict “reaches 
the heart of America,’ Haggard can’t totally 
free himself from the nightmare of being a 
prisoner. HUSTLER veteran BOB ALLEN 
toured Texas to write MERLE HAGGARD: 


FROM CONVICT TO COUNTRY BING. 


Our Nashville correspondent 
experienced firsthand the dif- 
ficulties of being on the road 
and tells of the toll that life has 
taken on one of country mu- 
sic’s brightest stars. Allen is a 
contributing editor to Country 
Music magazine and senior edi- 
tor with Nashville! magazine. 
He last lent his talents to our 
pages with the fast-paced 
March profile Darrell Waltrip: 
The Hard-Driving Champion of 
Racing. The award-winning Steve Govoni 
British-born illustrator, ALAN DANIELS, pro- 
vides the accompanying art. Daniels, whose 


work highlighted last month’s Sex Play, has | 


made a name for himself with Penthouse, Play- 
boy and Omni. 

Another artist who’s one of a kind is the 
world-renowned sex goddess Brigitte Bardot. 
This French screen dream has been turning on 


men for more than two dec- 
ades, and we can’t wait to share 
her ageless body with you in 
this special anniversary CE- 
LEBRITY NUDE. So get 
ready! Bardot’s form is re- 
served for those of superior 
taste— HUSTLER readers. 
Many of you who want the 
best in life recoil at the stagger- 
ing cost of steak these days. 
And that’s because organized 
crime controls much of the beef 


J. R. Regis 


Cover by Mark Rice 


industry, literally taking the fillet out of your 
mouth. You’ll learn why the government has 
been unable to cope with this racket in STEVE 
GOVONI’s report on ORGANIZED CRIME: 
CONSPIRACY AT THE MEAT MARKET. 
This native New Yorker is a business reporter 
for New Jersey’s largest evening newspaper, 
The [Bergen County] Record. His investigative 
reporting has appeared in the Washington Post 
and the National Law Review as well as our 
sister publication CHIC. The companion art is 
the inspiration of JAMES 
KONRAD, an award-winning 
illustrator whose exotic touch 
can be attributed to his study of 
art in the Far East. Konrad now 
lives in Glendale, California, 
where he specializes in an 
unusual fine-arts technique 
called “airbrush egg tempera.” 

Sexy young studs are per- 
fecting an art of their own— 
pleasing the lustful desires of 
wealthy elderly women. In this 
month’s Sex Play, GIGOLOS: 
MALES FOR SALE, you'll learn intimate tech- 
niques from “pros” who really know how to 
keep their rich female customers satisfied. 
Author RITA GREENE has reported for publi- 
cations here and abroad, including the major 
city magazines of London and Athens. Califor- 
nia-born-and-bred JIM HENRY, whose illus- 
tration enhances our Sex Play, is a graduate of 
the prestigious Pasadena Art 
Center College of Design. He 
has created posters used to 
advertise a number of network 
television movies. 

A single piece of film could 
alter history in THE KEN- 
NEDY AFFAIR, July’s sus- 
pense-filled fiction dealing with 
the mystery that has long sur- 
rounded the assassination of 
John F. Kennedy. The mind be- 
q hind this passionate intrigue be- 
"Bob Allen longs to HUSTLER regular J. R. 
REGIS,who kept you on the edge of your seat 
with May’s fiction, Mayday on Flight 107. 
Nationally acclaimed illustrator ALEX EBEL 
provides a fascinating artistic interpretation 
sure to leave a lasting imprint on the mind. 

HUSTLER women are always unforgetta- 
ble—especially in this festive issue. So don your 
party hat, sip some champagne and help us 
mark eight years of excellence. As always, 
you—the reader—are our honored guest. e 


Jim Henry 
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by Brian A. Richards, M.D. 


“lama physician. And | say to you, sight unseen, that 
Ou can appear more impressive, be better in bed, and 
eel confident that you measure up to any man.” 


Penis Size 

“Let me begin by puncturing a pervasive myth. The 
size of your penis does make a difference in sex." 

"30 years of sex therapy have taught me that 
women really want a man with both good sexual tech- 
niques and as large as possible a piece of raw material to 
begin with." 

You can develop a high performance 
penis and sexual technique 

“I say you can dramatically improve on what nature 
gave you. In a supervised test, 87.5% of all the men 
who used the procedures | will describe to you, 
increased penis length by an average of 17%, with one 
man actually increasing his length by 3.6 cms! The 
average client increased his erect circumference by 2.8 
cms—or 16%.” 

“Even more important is i complete development 
method for men that reveals time-tested secrets of 
performance, pleasure, and potency from the files of 
my private clinic in England. 

“Take 30 days to judge my method. If you're not 
convinced that my method will make you into a 
sexually superior individual; confident in his size, 
performance, and potency—in fact, if you're not 100% 
satisfied, for any reason, simply return it for a prompt 
refund, no questions asked." 


2 oK 2 A OK FREE $50 Value! %& OK KOK 

“If you are overweight or losing hair, have a skin 
problem or are showing signs of age, my complete 
Body Perfect Program will help you improve any of 
those problems. 

"If your lover has small breasts or a weak “love grip” 
(undeveloped vaginal muscles), my Body Perfect 
Program will show her how to develop her body and 
become a complete woman.” 

“Yes, this $50 value, the product of 30 years work 
with thousands of patients and with specialists in every 
area of body care is yours FREE with every order. So 
don't delay. You risk nothing. Order now!” 

ABOUT THE DOCTOR 
Dr. Brian Richards is one of Europe's 
best-known sex therapists. He heads 
the Kent Private Clinic in Sandwich, 


et ee 
‘28. England, where he has helped thou- 
: sands of men and women attain 
os . physical happiness and sexual success 


with one another. He is a fellow of the Royal Academy 
and the New York Academy of Sciences. 
©1982 21st Century Products, Inc., 
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21st Century Products, Inc., Dept MMH221 

2105 Lakeland Ave., Ronkonkoma, NY 11779 

Dear Dr. Richards, 

Please rush me your Development Method for Men in a plain 
wrapper. Enclosed is my check or money order for $19.95 plus 
$1.50 p&h (Total: $21.45, NY & CT res. add sales tax). Please 
include the rest of your $50 Body Perfect Program, FREE. If I'm 
not satisfied for any reason, I'll return the entire package 
within 30 days for a prompt refund, no questions asked. 


Name 
Address 
City 
State 


COM.C. (Visa Acct. # 


Exp. date 
(#766) 


Zip 


M.C. Intrbk # 
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Lose 4-6 inches of bulging fat 


BEFORE we cash your check! 


Let Us Take The Risk! 


Use the Shrink Wraj Systern'to reduce a combination of 
your waist and hips, FAST! Just fill out the coupon below and 
postdate your check for 30 days from today! You'll aa noth- 
ing now (not for 30 days), but we will send your Shrink Wrap 
Systeft' NOW! Try it. Use it. Watch inches disappear. If for 
any reason you are not delighted, send it back. We will return 
peut check or money order, UNCASHED! Even if you send it 

ack later, we'll still refund your purchase price. Over 
186,000 satisfied customers make us bold enough to make 
this super guarantee! 

That's right! 4—6 inches starting the very first day! Science 
has known about this principle for years. In fact, right now, 
professional and amateur athletes the world over are using it 
in their training programs. And many famous entertainers 
who have to trim down fast rely on this method. Now, you can 
melt away inches from your waist, your hips—anywhere! 


Don’t Hold Fat In... Lose It! 

Plastics and elastics are merely flimsy imitations. Girdles 
just squeeze it in. But the Shrink Wrap System takes it off. . . 
fast! The belt is adjustable, so you can put isometrics to work 
toning loose muscle tissue whenever you want. And, our 
easy exercise program helps you shed unsightly inches 
even more rapidly. 

If you want to go even further, your waistline, hips, and 
other problem areas will continue to shrink when you use the 
Shrink Wrap System lo-cal eating plans that won't leave you 
hungry. You can use it as often as you need it to keep those 
inches off. It's working right now for thousands of satisfied 
buyers and it can be working for you, if you order now! 


Here are the impressive stories |be 
(all sworn and notarized) of a 
few outstanding users. Every- 
one may not do as well, but if 
they can do this well, just think 
how many pounds and inches 
you will lose quickly with the 
Shrink Wrap System!™ 
“I lost 6 inches in 16 days!” 
Doug Fink of Asheville, 
North Carolina 


“I've lost 5" from my waist and 6" from my hips over a 12 day 
period . My weight loss was 18 Ibs.” 

Dr. J. Lee Briers of New Castle, Delaware 
“/ lost 5 inches off my waist & 5 inches off my hips! | am 


amazed at the way the Shrink Wrap System'works. I'll recom- 


mend it to everyone!” Helena Smith of Vandalia, Michigan 


Get Any Girl 


It’s incredible, but true! 7 STEPS TO PSYCHIC 
MIND CONTROL gives you 7 simple principles 
any man can learn in just ONE HOUR! And you 
can put ‘psychic mind control’ to work for you 
immediately! These 7 principles guide you step by 
step until YOU find yourself meeting loads of 
women...the ones you only dreamed of being with 
before. You will turn them on. And you will be 
confident you can do it EVERY TIME! 


It Works Within 5 Minutes! 


Really, it doesn’t matter how well or how poorly 
you’ve done with women in the past. Once you have 
practiced the 7 STEPS (only one hour’s work) you 
can look for the most outrageous dream girl possi- 
ble—and she’ll be yours WITHIN 5 MINUTES! 

Sound impossible? Here is just one of the testi- 
monials to the power of 7 STEPS TO PSYCHIC 
MIND CONTROL from J.M. in Madison, Conn: 

“I’m not what you would call handsome, but I’m 
not ugly either. And I have a good sense of humor. 
But somehow, I was never able to get that date I 
really wanted or to score with the REALLY beauti- 
ful women. Finally, I gave up trying. 

“Was I wrong! Your 7 STEPS TO PSYCHIC 
MIND CONTROL has given me powers I never 
knew I could have with women. I don’t worry 
about dates anymore. 

“What’s even more amazing is I hardly ever 

worry about sex anymore. 


© 198] 21st Century Products Inc. 


2105 Lakeland Ave., Ronkonkoma, N.Y. 11779 


“llost 9 pounds & 4 inches off my waist in 2 weeks! It's just 
unbelievable that it took so little time and effort to produce 
such amazing results!” 
Robert N. Nilsen of Mechanicsburg, Pennsylvania 


NOW ONLY 


©1982 The New Body Boutique, Inc. 
Member: U.S. Chamber of Commerce 
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Shrink Wrap System” Dept.BMH221 ] 

20 Medford Ave., Patchogue, N.Y. 11772 

Sirs: | have enclosed my check or m,o. Please rush me the | 

Super Action Shrink Wra Syster. [] Check here if you 

want us to hold your check or m.o. uncashed for 30 days. | 

Waist size (N.Y. & Ct. res. add sales tax.) | 

—— Rush 1 belt at $9.99 plus $1.50 p&h 

(Save $3) __ Rush 2 belts at $17.99 plus $2 p&h | 

Name 

Address | 
| City i 

State ee | 
s (#107) 


Within 5 Minutes 
or YOU PAY NOTHING! 


7 STEPS TO PSYCHIC 4 
MIND CONTROL 

will have YOU scoring at work, 
parties or on the streets. 


» AG 


Turn Women Into Putty 


There is no reason why the results enjoyed by 
J.M. can’t be YOURS! And it’s so simple. Doctors 
know we use only 10% of our brainpower. 90% of 
our mental strenght lies untapped. | can show you 
how to harness just that extra bit...to get that 
“edge” and use it to turn women into putty. You will 
be confident with ANY WOMAN YOU DESIRE! 


GUARANTEE...PLUS! 


Keep 7 STEPS TO PSYCHIC MIND CONTROL 
for a full two weeks and if it takes you more than 
one hour to master it or 5 MINUTES to get any girl 
you want, just return the entire method for a full 
refund PLUS an additional 20¢ to cover the cost of 
your stamp! So order now! Take the first step today! 


2ist Century Products Inc., Dept. PMH221 
2105 Lakeland Ave., Ronkonkoma, N.Y. 11779 | 


Sirs: It’s hard to believe, but I have a FULL 
MONEYBACK GUARANTEE if your 7 Steps To Psychic | 
Mind Control doesn’t get me ANY girl within 5 min- 
utes. So I have enclosed my $10 plus $1 postage and 
handling (N.Y. & Ct. residents add sales tax.) 


Name | 


Address 
City State 
Canadian residents add 25% and send to 
(Ap ee 


21st Century Products Inc 
| 10 Alden Rd., Unit #6, Markham Ontario L3R 281 (Code #277) 


Photo Art: HUSTLER is known for its 
hot photo-layouts, but I'll bet not many 
people realize the artistry of your pho- 
tographers. I’m one myself, and from a 
professional standpoint I really enjoyed 
Clive McLean’s shooting of Alexandria: 
Aqua Angel (top photo) in the May issue. 
The “hard against soft” approach made 
for great contrast. Seeing that soft femi- 
ninity surrounded by slick, hard scuba 
gear was rousing. And, nonprofessional- 
ly speaking, it was a real turn-on. Bravo, 
Clive. — Name and Address 

Withheld by Request 


Sick Humor: I recently purchased 
HUSTLER’s April issue and was truly 
appalled by your sick humor. As an em- 
ployee of an animal-control-and-protec- 
tion agency, I found “Shush! Puppies” 
(center) in your Bits & Pieces section, 
showing a man with spikes on his shoes 
standing above a dog, in very poor taste. 
I don’t know how you can print some- 
thing like this and expect to get a laugh 
out of it. You also have a cartoon in 
which a little boy tells a policeman that 
the dead dog in the road can’t be his be- 
cause “Barky doesn’t have guts coming 
out of his mouth.” I think you really 
must get off on printing stuff like this, 
but your “Shush! Puppies” only gives 
people who abuse animals another 
method of hurting them. You ought to 
be put behind bars. Evidently you don’t 
care what kind of garbage you publish, 
but I’ll bet your sales start dropping. All 
of us animal lovers will stop buying 
HUSTLER. I bet you don’t have the guts 
to print this. — Name and Address 

Withheld by Request 


How could HUSTLER print such a 
sick item in the April Bits & Pieces sec- 
tion as the “Natalie Wood Inflatable 
Nightgown and William Holden Drink- 
ing Helmet”? I find that sort of humor 
sick and degrading. The untimely 
deaths of these two stars are nothing to 
make fun of. I think HUSTLER owes an 
apology to their fans. —W. Scott 

Summit, New Jersey 


I loved your cartoon on page 79 of the 
May issue showing Moses in a strait- 
jacket being led from a “chuckling” 
burning bush. On the surface, Tinsley’s 
cartoon just looks like a silly joke, but 
actually it’s quite revealing. —M. K. 


Atlanta, Georgia [7 


Girl Talk: Please tell that beautiful 
blonde, Tina: Lazy Lady, in your April 
issue that if she’s ever feeling lazy, I 
have something to wake her up with! 
And also thank your photographer 


James Baes for showing us this dream 

girl in so many different positions. I’m 

ready to try every one with her. I can’t 
imagine a bigger turn-on than Tina. 

—P.R.S. 

Detroit, Michigan 


Concerning your fine April pictorial 
Tina: Lazy Lady, 1 believe I detected a 
tattoo on Tina’s lower abdomen. Why 
was the mark covered up? I think I 
speak for many men when I say that tat- 
toos are a real turn-on, especially on a 
woman as fine as Tina! Hell, my wife 
has tattoos, and there’s nothing sexier. 

—Sergeant Larry Hulstein 
Lake Mills, Wisconsin 


When I opened your April issue and 
saw Corky: Let Me Entertain You (bottom 
photo), my pants grew a good seven 
inches. She’s one of the most gorgeous 
creatures I’ve seen. Plus, Monica Davis 
of Miami, Florida, in April’s Beaver Hunt 
ought to be a HUSTLER centerfold. All 
my friends are dying to see her in the 
pink. —Larry Prehn 

Staten Island, New York 


I’ve enjoyed HUSTLER for the past 
six years, especially your humor and 
Dwaine Tinsley’s cartoons. But lately 
I’ve been upset with your photo-layouts. 
They’re so phony! In your April issue, 
Corky: Let Me Entertain You has a face so 
retouched it looks like a painting. And 
her pussy looks like a hand grenade 
went off inside it. It’s all skin. 

Cartoons alone aren’t worth my $3.50 
a month, and my friends feel the same 
way. Please leave the paint brushes 
alone and stick to the magic of the 
camera. — Wayne D. Silva 

Bremerton, Washington 


The only painting of our models is done by 
the makeup artist before the photos are taken. 


I’ve been reading HUSTLER for quite 
some time now and have found it to be 
not only entertaining but cock-raising. 
Your voluptuous models spreading their 
womanhood across the pages makes me 
cream in my shorts. After all, pussy is an 
art all of us cunt-hungry men enjoy, and 
nobody knows pussy better than 
HUSTLER or myself. I’m sorry that Lar- 
ry Flynt is stepping down as publisher, 
but I have confidence Althea will con- 
tinue to uphold HUSTLER tradition and 
everything the magazine stands for. 

I’d like to see porn star Seka spread 
her legs for HUSTLER. How about get- 
ting her to do a photo-spread and inter- 
view for a future issue? She’s one hell of 
a woman and would make a gteat addi- 
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tion to the collection of beautiful models 
who’ve appeared in past issues. —J. B. 
Fairport, New York 


Jackie O.: Your August 1975 issue 
showed nude photos of Jackie Onassis. 
I’d love to see her again. —M. Walsch 

St. Louis, Missouri 


You’re in luck! CHIC’s Fune 1982 issue fea- 
tures nude shots of the lovely Jackie O. To 
get that back issue, just send a check or 
money order for $4.50 (this includes postage) 
to: Flynt Subscription Co. Inc. (P.O. Box 
67068, Los Angeles, CA 90067-9944). 


Editorially Speaking: I’m highly 
impressed by the educational editorials 
in HUSTLER. Your March Publisher’s 
Statement “Nuclear Madness” quoted 
Albert Einstein, the brilliant scientist 
whose views I greatly admire. He said of 
nuclear war, ‘With this terrible, terrible 
weapon, the next war will be fought 
with sticks and clubs. For this will surely 
destroy mankind, and we'll have to start 
over again.” I’m amazed that our gov- 
ernment and the majority of Americans 
allow the existence of nuclear madness. 
—Ruthlyn O. Edwards 

Houston, Texas 


I’m going to miss Larry Flynt’s Pub- 
lisher’s Statement. However, those by 


the new publisher may be even more 
provocative. Mr. Flynt’s come a long 
way in eight years and endured some 
hardships no man should be forced to. I 
wish him and his 24-hour partner, 
Althea, the best of health, happiness and 
prosperity. —Victor H. Ottenstein 

Rancho Santa Fe, California 


As an avid HUSTLER reader I was 
surprised to see that Larry Flynt has 
turned over the job of publisher to his 
wife, Althea. However, I’m glad that she 
seems to be capable of assuming such a 
lofty position. Besides, Althea’s much 
more physically appealing to readers 
than Larry! —John Edgar 

Virginia Beach, Virginia 


I’d like to congratulate Althea Flynt 
on her decision to “man” the helm of 
HUSTLER. Sad as it is to see Larry go, 
Mrs. Flynt’s courage shows that 
HUSTLER can’t possibly suffer from the 
change of power. —Clay Steiner 

Santa Barbara, California 


The Real Facts: | want to thank for- 
mer Executive Editor Ron Smith and 
Articles Editor Richard Warren Lewis 
for doing such a tremendous job on the 
October 1981 profile about my late hus- 
band, Fim Hopkins: How Many More 
Veterans Will Agent Orange Kill? My 
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“Can you please show me how to solve this son of a bitch?!” 
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grandmother even made the other resi- 
dents of her “Little Ol’ Ladies Home” 
buy their own issue instead of copying 
hers. But then, she’s a Grey Panther, 
and the women in our family tend to be 
unusually independent. 

Thanks to your accurate and well- 
researched presentation, the health and 
well-being of some vets may be saved. 
Too many of them gave so much in Viet- 
nam only to be cheated out of their 
rights later on here in the U.S. When I 
decided HUSTLER was the only medi- 
um honest enough to find out the truth 
about Agent Orange and how it affected 
my husband, I was not let down. You’re 
the only publication to report the actual 
facts and deliver a well-written, informa- 
tive article on this critical subject. 

The update appearing in your Janu- 
ary issue regarding Los Angeles Coroner 
Thomas Noguchi’s report on Jim’s 
death pointed out how fishy Noguchi 
can be. He stated Jim showed “strong 
indications” of suicide by pills and alco- 
hol. Yet the autopsy showed no evi- 
dence of pills or capsules in his body. 

Ever since your Publisher’s Statement 
“Agent Orange: VA Coverup” came out 
in May 1981, a great deal has been ac- 
complished across the country. Hooray! 
Maybe if more of the “Moral Minority” 
get involved, we won’t lose our country 
to the warmongers and thieves. 

Good luck, Althea. Thank you, Larry. 
HUSTLER fills a void for many of us. 
You’ve always had the balls! 

—Suzanne Hopkins 
Malibu, California 


It’s thumbs up (and cocks up, too) toa 
superb magazine. I thoroughly enjoyed 
your May profile, Ted Nugent: Rock ’n 
Roll King Gives the Lowdown on Superstar- 
dom, and would like to see more articles 
geared to musicians and their sounds. 

—Danny M. Drew 
Fort Meade, Maryland 


, 


Your wish is our command. Fust turn to page 
34 of this issue. We've got an intimate 
profile of the king of country music— Merle 
Haggard. 


I really enjoyed your interview with 
Ted Nugent in the May issue. I’ve 
always liked the “raunch” in Ted’s 
music, but now I like him even more be- 
cause he gave us the real lowdown on 
guns in your article. Nice going, Ted. 
An enema with your 9mm Walther 
pistol would deter more than a few crim- 
inals, I’m sure! —Frank R. Baner 

Lovell, Wyoming 


Although I found your March article 
Contaminated Food: How Much Can Amer- 
ica Stomach? nauseating, it was also en- 
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lightening, as I’m sure it was meant to 
be. I feel this is a very serious problem 
that concerns all of us, and I think every 
individual has the responsibility to do 
something about it. What, if anything, 
can we do? —J. Hamilton 

Jeffersonville, Ohio 


The best weapon against unsanitary food 
processing is public awareness. Your elected 
officials are supposed to be representing you, 
not the food industry. Find out the names 
and addresses of your senators and congress- 
man from your local newspaper or League of 
Women Voters chapter. Tell them what 
you've learned and demand they do something 
about it. Tell your friends to do the same. 


Arabs and Taste: A feature entitled 
Swingers Ads from the Criminally Danger- 
ous appeared in your April issue and was 
sent to us at the American-Arab Anti- 
Discrimination Committee. We found it 
to be in poor taste. Personally, I find all 
of HUSTLER tasteless, but most cer- 
tainly it goes beyond even pornography 
to slander individuals on the basis of 
race. I refer particularly to comments 
made concerning Yasir Arafat and 
Sirhan Sirhan. I’m not defending the ac- 
tions of either individual; I do, however, 
feel that the intended humor was at the 
expense of an entire ethnic group. “ 
though I don’t support your magazine, I 


most adamantly support your right to 
publish. Please show Arab-Americans 
and Muslims this same consideration of 
basic human rights. — Vicki Tamoush 

Santa Ana, California 


Heading for Destruction? I’m deep- 
ly troubled by what’s happening to 
America’s adults. I read HUSTLER’s 
May issue and was disappointed by the 
way women were depicted as pieces of 
warm, sweating meat. How could they 
have any sense of worth? Through your 
magazine, females have become merely 
sexual latrines for men to use. They are 
prostituting themselves via photogra- 
phy. Love portrayed in your magazine 
amounts to nothing but animals in heat. 
Real love is dignified. When I marry, 
my wife will be loved, protected and 
shared with no one but me. 

HUSTLER is heading for destruction 
of the worst kind. Remember, God sees 
your every lecherous move and is mak- 
ing his own videotape. —D.M.H. 

View, Texas 


HUSTLER Fans: I’d like to compli- 
ment your staff on the fantastic work 
that goes into HUSTLER. The articles 
are written by people who know what 
investigative journalism is all about; the 
artwork is high class; the cartoons have 
style; and the photography is outstand- 
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ing. I think it’s important for a publica- 
tion like HUSTLER to be in circulation, 
despite the efforts of antiporn moralists 
to shut it down. HUSTLER is informa- 
tive, relaxing and funny. Far from being 
a social problem, it’s a magazine I’ve 
often referred to. Your motto should be 
changed from “For the Rest of the 
World” to “For the Best of the World.” 
— Thomas Romano 

Reading, Pennsylvania 


Perhaps I’m echoing the thoughts of 
many when I say that I really don’t care 
what the so-called self-appointed guard- 
ians of our moral society think about 
HUSTLER or any other magazine fea- 
turing nudes and seminudes. I have yet 
to see anyone’s arm being twisted to buy 
your magazine. If people can’t face the 
reality that HUSTLER exists, they must 
be living in ““Never-Never” land. Many 
times I hear, “Oh, buying a dirty book 


again?” I reply, “Show me the por- 
nography, and I won’t buy it.” Never 
have I returned a single issue. —J. T 


Jacksonville, Alabama 


Sex and Money: | would rather jack 
off than spend my time chasing women 
with dollar signs for brains. I’ll admit 
this attitude hasn’t made me famous 
with women. Sex is purely an act of 
pleasure and animal instinct. As soon as 
women learn it’s not an act for financial 
gain, maybe we can return to the true 
joys of sex. —R. Hill 

Caseyville, Illinois 


The Price of Quality: I’ve been read- 
ing HUSTLER for more than six years 
and haven’t missed an issue. Kinky 
Korner is simply fantastic and Advise & 
Consent, the X-Rated Reviews and Beaver 
Hunt all run a very close second. How- 
ever, the fact remains that I buy your 
magazine for the girl pictorials. Without 
the ladies, you’d have no sales. Unfor- 
tunately, your subscription price is $33, 
while many of your competitors go for 
about $15.50 per year. 

Regrettably, I’ve subscribed to one of 
your competitors. I’ll miss Kinky Korner 
and your other great features, and I 
hope you’ll someday sell $15 subscrip- 
tions so that I can once again enjoy 
HUSTLER. —Gary L. Fox 

Schenectady, New York 


Other men’s magazines are able to cut their 
subscription costs by running large amounts 
of advertising in their pages. Of course, we 
accept advertising, but our number-one con- 
cern is to provide our readers with the photo- 
graphic and editorial excellence they expect 
from HUSTLER. We're sure you'll find after 
checking out the competition that you get 
more for your money with HUSTLER. 


2029 Century Park Hast, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054 


language. The First Lady recently complained after seeing the movie "Rich and Famous," starring 
Jacqueline Bisset and Candice Bergen. She described the sex scenes as "disgraceful." Now Presidential 
assistants Ed Meese and Michael Deaver have been assigned to check out all films before they go to 
the First Family. oa eae 2 hear ieee Fs + 


New York City, four episodes of the TV series ''Dallas'' have been purchased for airing in that Middle 
Eastern country. Commented one observer, "I assume the episodes, after the censor gets through 
cutting them, will run about eight minutes." 


trying a space birth possibly within five years," says space planner Dr. Larry Edwards. Soviet doctors 
now carrying out revolutionary underwater births say babies born in a similar weightless environment 
would be healthier and stronger than babies delivered in the normal manner. America's first space 
parents could be astronauts Craig and Anna Fisher, a married couple scheduled to be launched together 
in the space shuttle. 


one area: the record charts. For the first year since "Billboard" magazine launched its ''Top 100" 
record charts in 1958, women held the number-one position for more weeks than men. Female singers 
Debbie Harry, Sheena Easton, Kim Carnes and Olivia Newton-John all had chart-toppers last year and 
helped make '81 ''The Year of the Woman," at least as far as popular music is concerned. 


Congress, which has back issues of everything from well-known men's publications like HUSTLER, 
"Penthouse" and "Playboy" to the most obscure X-rated material, like the "Journal of Sex and Medical 
Therapy and Sexology." The library's magazine chief, Donald Wisdom, keeps the material safely locked 
away, ever since ''researchers" took scissors to the public copy of the 1971 Commission on Obscenity and 
Pornography report to President Nixon. 
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prostitutes for a penicillin-resistant strain of gonorrhea. Health Department officials said it was the 
first time they had gone to known houses of prostitution and tested everyone on the premises for 
venereal disease, but they argued the problem was serious enough to require unusual methods. Carmine 
Bozzi, a public-health adviser, revealed that at first the ten inspectors assigned to the program 
encountered distrust. Said Bozzi, ''The initial response at the door was 'Let's see your $25,'"' referring 
to the normal fee charged to enter. 


A new "wonder contraceptive"! called NorPlant has been successfully tested on 100 women by researchers 
at the Academic Hospital in Uppsala, Sweden. Six tiny capsules are inserted under the skin on a woman's 
arm, which release a low, steady, continuous dose of hormone that prevents ovulation for up to six 
years. After rigorous testing the technique could be available in the U.S. 


on 70 acres of choice land, Paradise Lakes has become a, new home to demanding nudists because they are 
fed up with tacky, second-rate nudist camps, and are looking for a permanent home. Prices range from 
$25,000 to $60,000, and prospective tenants must be members of the American Sunbathing Association. 


its late-night news bulletins. French viewers will be treated to descriptions of variously endowed men 
and women looking for dates. Homosexuals will be allowed to advertise, but the service will not be open 
to call girls, marriage agencies and those under the age of 18. 


The French state-owned television system has decided to include sexually explicit lonely-hearts ads on 
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...as it is in the Soviet Union, and 
in hundreds of other countries where 
repressive and tyrannical regimes have 
crushed freedom of speech. But in the 
U.S., where the First Amendment to 


"Smut should not be 
simply contained at its 
present level; it should 
be outlawed in every 
state in the Union." 


the Constitution protects free speech, 
the government should never use cen- 
sorship to silence any point of view. 
Still, there are those—like the tricky 
fellow above—who’d impose their 


morality on everyone, taking away 
your right to enjoy whatever you like. 
Listen carefully to politicians who talk 
about what you should or shouldn’t 
see ... the odds are they’ll bug you. 


A PUBLIC-SERVICE MESSAGE FROM HUSTLER MAGAZINE 


——_ HE ————___ 


Advise & Consent is a column that answers a wide 
range of reader-submitted questions on sexual 
hang-ups, physical and mental hygiene, personal 
safety, legal rights, etc. It is solely an education- 
al feature and is not intended to replace the 
advice of a physician or attorney. If you have 
a question, address it to: HUSTLER, Advise 
& Consent Editor, 2029 Century Park East, 
Suite 3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067-3054. 


Edited by Rieva Lesonsky 


Sex With Dogs: As an important, well- 
respected woman in my community, I 
must maintain a good image. But no one 
knows what goes on in my home. I have 
four dogs living with me; I know what 
they like, and they know what I like. 
One thing has always worried me 
(though not to the point where I’ve re- 
strained my activities): Can a woman 
get pregnant from dog semen? —V.S. 

Lima, Ohio 


No. The genetic composition of dog semen 
and the human egg are incompatible, making 
impregnation impossible. 

More important, you should examine why 
you engage in sex play with your dogs. Many 
women who have sex with their pets start 
doing so as children, when they allow their 
dogs to lick their genitals. The fond memo- 
ries of childlike sex play and the excitement 
of committing a “taboo” act encourage some 
of these women to avoid human relationships 
and pursue animal ones. It is the act of a 
child, not an adult. 

The practice of bestiality (sex with ani- 
mals) can be cruel to the animal, dangerous 
to you (feverish licking can become biting) 
and is illegal in most states. Consider going 
to a therapist. With help, you can find a 
more mature outlet for your sexual energies. 


X-rays: I go to the dentist twice a year 
for X-rays. In addition, I get a chest X- 
ray annually. Is this amount of radiation 
dangerous? —G. J. 

Kalamazoo, Michigan 


Radiation in large enough doses can damage 
the chromosomes in reproductive organs and 
possibly lead to cancer. However, the amount 
of radiation you receive in chest and dental 
X-rays is minimal. Still, it’s not known 
what the risks of even this small amount of 
radiation are. The best idea is to avoid all 
unnecessary exposure. 

Most dentists now believe a yearly bite- 
wing X-ray is sufficient to check for cavities 
in back molars (which can’t be found any 
other way). A bitewing consists of just two 
X-rays, while a full set can include as many 
as 21 X-rays. Unless you have special dental 
problems, you don’t really need full dental X- 
rays more than once every five years. 


Also, unless you have specific problems, 
there’s really no need to have an annual chest 
X-ray either. Doctors used to advocate these to 
check the lungs for cancer. However, lung 
cancer rarely shows up on X-rays until it has 
already spread; so a yearly X-ray doesn’t gen- 
erally aid in lung-cancer detection. 

If you’re a cigarette smoker, you should be 
particularly cautious about getting X-rays. 
Radiation received from smoking 1/2 packs a 
day for a year is equivalent to getting 300 
chest X-rays. Talk to your doctor and dentist 
about their use of X-rays. If they have good 
reasons for you to continue taking them, 
request a lead shield to protect your genitals 
from radiation exposure. 


Vaginal Tightening: At 28, I’ve given 
birth to four kids in five years. My 
vagina is really stretched out. Due to 
this, sex is just not as enjoyable as it 
used to be. Is there any way I can get my 
vagina tightened? —G.F. 

Detroit, Michigan 


Your condition is common in women who 
have had several children in rapid succession. 
To tighten your vagina, try Kegel exercises 
(alternately relaxing and contracting the 
muscles you use to hold urine) to strengthen 
the vaginal muscles. If this exercise isn’t 
effective, a surgeon can make “tucks” in the 


vaginal wall where the tissues are often 
stretched or torn during childbirth. To pre- 
vent this condition many obstetricians per- 
form an episiotomy during the birth process. 
This involves making small cuts in the 
vaginal opening so the baby’s head can pass 
through without damaging vaginal tissues. 


Restrictive Birth Control: The pro- 
posed federal law that would prohibit 
teenagers from getting birth-control 
devices without parental permission 
greatly upsets me. I believe teenagers 
are going to have sex whether or not 
they use birth control. All the new law 
would do is increase teenage pregnan- 
cies. Is there somewhere I can write to 
express my feelings? —L.D. 

Salina, Kansas 


Send letters of protest to your senators and 
congressmen. If you don’t know who they are, 
contact your local League of Women Voters. 
For your area write to Congressman Pat 
Roberts, 1428 LHOB, Washington, D.C. 
20515; Senator Robert Dole, 2213 DSOB, 
Washington, D.C. 20510; and Senator 
Nancy Landon Kassebaum, 304 RSOB, 
Washington, D.C. 20510. 

In addition send your letters to Richard 
Schweiker, Secretary, U.S. Department of 
Health and Human Services, 200 Indepen- 


“Momma! Uncle Leonard's got a boner!” 
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SHE GOT THE 
HOUSE, CAR AND 
ALL MY MONEY 

— BUT I GOT THE Fg 


HUSTLER HUMOR: 


No wonder this guy is happy. He’s 
lost everything excepthis copies of 
HUSTLER HUMOR. You see, he 
knows that every other month he 
will read and laugh at the most 
hilarious, irreverent and outrageous 
cartoons and jokes being pub- 
lished. Wouldn’t you like to laugh 
along with him? Then pick up a 
copy or subscribe to HUSTLER HU- 
MOR today. HUSTLER HUMOR—a 
Larry Flynt Publication. 
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dence Ave. SW, Washington, D.C. 20207; 
Marjory Mecklenburg, the acting deputy 
assistant secretary for population affairs in 
room 725 H at the above address; and Presi- 
dent Ronald Reagan, White House, Wash- 
ington, D.C. 20500. For more details call 
your local Planned Parenthood organization. 


IUD String: When we make love, my 
husband swears he can feel the string of 
my IUD. Does this mean it’s not in its 
proper place? Is there any way to cor- 
rect the problem? —L. P. 

Cairo, Illinois 


IUD strings generally protrude from the cervi- 
cal canal into the vagina about one or two 
inches. The string gives the wearer a method 
to check if the IUD is in place. The fact your 
husband says he can feel the string probably 
means the device is in its proper place. (You 
should check the string once a month after 
your period to make sure it is still there.) 

In general, an IUD string will not inter- 
fere with lovemaking. Sometimes men think 
they feel the string during sex, when in fact 
they are touching the cervix. If the string is 
the problem, your doctor can easily shorten it 
so your husband won’t feel it. The device does 
not have to be removed during this procedure. 


Erogenous Zones: My old man goes 
nuts when I rub the back of his thighs. 
Is this area an erogenous zone? Other 
than the penis and balls, what areas in 
men are particularly sexually sensitive? 
—H. W. 

Burlington, Vermont 


After the penis and testicles, a man’s most 
sensitive areas are his mouth, ears and cheeks 
(in that order). There are more nerves per 
square inch in those regions than anywhere 
else in the body except for the genitals. The 
next most sensitive zones are those where a 
lot of small hairs are concentrated—the 
upper thighs (particularly the inside and the 
back), the middle of the chest, the lower back 
and the ass. Each follicle is surrounded by 
nerve fibers called fast-A_mechanoreceptors, 
because they react to touch very quickly. 

Every person has his own particularly sen- 
sitive erogenous zone; so if you're ever in 
doubt about your partner —ask. 


Venereal Warts: About two months 
ago I noticed some small wartlike 
bumps on the shaft of my penis. I’m not 
in pain, but I am concerned. —W.O. 

San Diego, California 


Go to a doctor or health clinic immediately. 
It sounds like you have venereal warts, which 
are caused by a sexually transmitted virus. 
Venereal warts generally appear one to six 
months after contact with an infected person. 
The bumps usually turn up on a man’s penis. 
Infected women will find the warts around 


their vagina or on the cervix. If either a man 
or woman engages in anal sex, the warts can 
show up around the anus as well. 

There are several treatments available, 
including electrosurgery, freezeburning or the 
use of drying lotions. Only a doctor can diag- 
nose and provide the proper treatment. If left 
untreated, the warts will spread. As in all 
venereal diseases, you should contact everyone 
you've had sex with since the time of your in- 
fection; because the disease can be sexually 
transmitted, they need medical help as well. 


Prostate Cancer: My brother-in-law 
died from prostate cancer. I had heard 
this disease was transmitted by sexual 
contact, but my brother-in-law was a 
priest. Do doctors know what causes it? 


—J.J. 
Canton, Ohio 


Cancer of the prostate (the gland located near 
the bladder that manufactures part of the 
seminal fluid) kills 22,000 men a year —the 
fourth-highest cancer mortality rate among 
U.S. males. A recent study concludes that 
prostate cancer is definitely not a sexually 
transmitted disease. The medical records of 
1,300 priests were studied, and researchers 
expected few cases to turn up— but in fact, a 
slightly higher incidence was uncovered. 
Some doctors think prostate cancer is related 
to excess levels of the male hormone 
testosterone. If this theory is true, they believe 
this disease can be controlled through hor- 
mone therapy. 


Baldness Cure: I heard about a new 
“miracle” drug that cures baldness. 
Since I’m 25 and losing hair fast, I’m 
anxious to know about it. —E.K. 

Saginaw, Michigan 


There may be hope. Doctors who prescribed 
Loniten for high-blood-pressure patients 
noticed that many of them were sprouting 
hair on their previously bald heads. Unfor- 
tunately, the medication also induced hair 
growth on the forehead, temples and back. 
Since Loniten is a strong drug with poten- 
tially serious side effects, reputable physi- 
cians won’t prescribe it merely to alleviate 
baldness. Some doctors, however, mixed the 
medication into a solution that can be ap- 
plied directly to the scalp. Preliminary results 
show some patients have had “dramatic” 
hair growth, although others hardly 
improved at all. 

Upjohn, the manufacturer of Loniten, 
provides some hope. The company has 
instituted a baldness research program. 

Lastly, a Nevada businessman has come 
up with a “cleansing” formula that claims 
to clean away material inhibiting hair 
growth. The formula contains Polysorbate 
60 (used in salad oils) and purified water. If 
you're interested, write to: New Generation, 
P.O. Box 2570, Sparks, NV 89431. & 


oral Majority-type ass- 
holes are running 
around the country 


trying to subvert the Constitu- 
tional guarantee of free speech. 
So the last person you’d expect 
to get involved in censorship 
would be the top executive of a 
magazine. But in one week, 
both the chairman of the board 
at National Lampoon and the 
editor of Rolling Stone threw 
more fuel into the fire of repres- 
sion than the followers of Jerry 
Falwell could in a year. In so 
doing, Matty Simmons and 
Jann Wenner earned the 
“honor” of being our July Co- 
Assholes of the Month. 

Wenner, who has made mil- 
lions by being the first to cash 
in journalistically on the anti- 
establishment spirit of rock 
music, showed where he really 
stands on freedom of the press 
when his Rolling Stone maga- 
zine flatly rejected selling 
advertising space to HUSTLER. 
There’s a name for that: censor- 
ship. And it makes no sense 
coming from a man whose mag- 
azine is a prime target of the 
bluenosed repressors. After all, 
they’re the same people who 
call rock ’n’ roll the “devil’s 
music” and go around burning 
up albums. But maybe sensible 
behavior is too much to expect 
from an overgrown groupie 
whose life is spent glad-handing 
celebrities, though most of them 
ridicule him behind his back. 

Wenner is a hypocrite as 
well, if he thinks he can justify 
banning HUSTLER ads while 
he accepts ads for drug para- 
phernalia and T-shirts with off- 
color or tasteless slogans. 

Even more unbelievable are 
the actions of Matty Simmons, 
whose National Lampoon also 
refused to run the HUSTLER 
ad. After that magazine’s 
advertising people gave approv- 
al to the ad, Simmons killed it. 
Later, it was hinted to us by the 
Lampoon people that some con- 
cern over an “adverse effect” on 
other advertisers may have had 
something to do with the ban. 

Now, just what the hell is 


ASSHOLE 


OF THE MONTH 


Jann Wenner 
Matty Simmons 


that supposed to mean? What 
would happen if every publica- 
tion in the country refused to 
run something because an 
advertiser didn’t like it? We'd 
be saddled with an insidious 
kind of self-imposed censorship. 

If you’re wondering what 
was in this ad that made those 
high-powered magazine execu- 
tives so paranoid, you’re in for a 
big surprise. The ad was 
nothing more than a tastefully 
designed announcement of our 
Scratch ’n’ Sniff Centerfold 
that appears in this issue of 
HUSTLER. There were no 
visuals and nothing even 


remotely sexy... just a simple 
notice that we would be pre- 
senting a very special issue. 
Clearly, the objections of Sim- 
mons and Wenner were based 
primarily on the fact that the ad 
would involve the dreaded 
HUSTLER Magazine. 

The hypocrisy of this is more 
shocking in the case of Sim- 
mons. The National Lampoon is 
a humor magazine whose ap- 
peal is based mostly on 
tastelessness and_ irreverence. 
(By the way, the growth of the 
Lampoon is due to the comic 
talents of such men as the late 
Doug Kenney and Henry 


Beard; Simmons became the 
boss mainly because he was the 
moneyman.) It was Simmons 
who urged the Lampoon’s staff 
to go more for “‘tits and ass” be- 
cause “tits and ass are what 
sells.” Now it’s the same Matty 
Simmons who callously censors 
a HUSTLER ad, presumably on 
the grounds of taste. 

We’re talking about a maga- 
zine that has run such items as 
“First Blowjob” and _ instruc- 
tions on how to cut up a baby. 
It also ran a mock contest for 
guessing the date when a Presi- 
dent’s wife would die, and they 
created a Cambodian-baby 
candy with a bite taken out of 
it. We’re supposed to believe 
this magazine is worried about 
conventional-taste standards? 
Come on! 

We can think of one logical 
reason for Simmons’ act of cen- 
sorship. Maybe he’s afraid that 
if more Lampoon readers buy 
HUSTLER, they'll find out how 
much his magazine has been 
ripping off ours. In the May ’82 
issue alone, there are two bla- 
tant examples. The Lampoon 
cover shows a guy staging a 
holdup of an automatic-teller 
machine, almost identical to a 
cartoon that appeared a year 
earlier in our sister publication 
CHIC. On the inside is a takeoff 
on the TV show 4Aill Street 
Blues that the Lampoon calls 
“Hillel Street Jews.” That’s 
very clever, except HUSTLER’s 
“Hill Street Jews” parody ran 
four months earlier. 

Maybe it’s not Simmons’ 
fault that his magazine has a 
hard time coming up with 
original ideas. But it’s no 
wonder circulation at Lampoon 
has dropped and Rolling Stone’s 
revenue has decreased when 
their top executives are getting 
into the censorship business. 
The press in America has trou- 
ble enough without treason 
from within. For all the good 
that Matty Simmons and Jann 
Wenner are doing in the name 
of free speech, they may as well 
become members of the Moral 
Majority. 
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Remember This Face 


al layout in an upcoming issue. 
It’s an offbeat photo session 
you won’t want to miss! 


You'll be seeing it again. 
HUSTLER is going to give this 
mystery of nature a full pictori- 


ev 


Okay, Who Knocked Up 
the Centerfold? ::: :°"::;::"i| Hot-Tub 


How many guys are out there | sticky. Just think about it 
right now jerking off on our | though—have you noticed any 


centerfolds with absolutely no | of your back issues getting a lit- 
thought about birth control? | tle heavier? 


Tricks Are 
for Kids 


Should kids learn about the 
facts of life from breakfast-cere- 


photographer James Lee 
Rin Soffer, this shot of a 
swing group shows how 
to get more out of your hot tub. 


Actually, it looks like you can 
get more out of it than in it. 


You may get a ring around your 
tub, but it’s probably nothing 
like this! Sent in by on-the-spot 


Six important sex facts: 


al boxes? An official of Planned Se ‘i aeinae) 
Parenthood in New York City sity 5 l Don't fuck animals. 
thinks it would be a fantas- S75 04 
tic idea. Mimi Barker of the or- \ If he/she has little 

i ion’ ical- . | bumps on his/her 
ganization’s medical-research / Senay 
office has proposed that ele- 
mentary sex-education booklets [ear If he/she has a green 
b insid h k b > drip from his/her 

SRNL ERBES, RAE PRES PRY, Pr Fortitied > privates, use a rubber 
cause “we have to develop new with the six Lard (Daddy's balloons). 
. most important facts — ui 
ways of reaching our target you need to URS 
i h es i 
population.” a Mes || A She watch out! 
Well, why keep it in the “Si a 
box? ——: aN ; an 
| f Se Don't play with little 

Here’s HUSTLER’s sugges- } » a ioe os, | 5 brother's or little sister's 
tion for a brand-new breakfast h mn inca pee-pee places. 
cereal that teaches youngsters ay : 
about sex inside and outside rd Ney ie) see fa 
the box. It’s the first one that Se WHO BON 


says “Snap,” ‘Crackle’ and 
“I’m Coming!” 
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claims to fame. And from this 
angle the two stars certainly 
look like all they’re cracked up 
to be. 


07073). They clearly illustrate 
how actress Romy Schneider 
(left) and actor Jack Nicholson 


The Moon and Stars 
Vikeship, 299 Murray Hill 


These photographs are from the 
Parkway, East Rutherford, NJ | (right photos) back up their 


($9.95; 


book Private Pictures 


White |= 


IOHN BELUSHI 


Like 
Me 


Lynette Klatt is 
white. That may 
not be very shock- 
ing news to you, 
but it sure was to 
her. 

She’d been 


SAMURA) 
z AUTOPSY 


Be a Cut-up! 


John Belushi is still dead. 
That means it’s time for 
tasteless memorial products. 
There’ll be books and films 
galore, but this is the item 
that would really show you 
what made him tick! Every- 
one knew he had guts, and 
here’s what they looked like. 
Drug overdoses optional. 


raised as a black 
child by adoptive 
black parents since 
she was two years 
old. After they 
died, 32-year-old 
Lynette went 
through a great 
deal of trouble to 
trace her natural 
“froots’’ in the 
South and found 
she was in fact the 
daughter of a 
white couple. 
Because she was 
born with a condi- 
tion known as 
| Mongolian spots— 
similar to birth- 
marks and consid- 
ered typical among 
the darker races— 
the adoption agen- 
cy mistakenly 
listed the female 
child as black. 
Coincidentally, 
Lynette had al- 
ready married a 
white man _ before 
she uncovered her 
true racial origin. 
| He said it didn’t 
bother him that his 
wife was white. 
Yeah... we know. 


—— a 


Open-Face Sandwich 


Mmmmm! Those potatoes, that bread... that mouth, those teeth? We’d 
be afraid to order an item like this in a restaurant. For one thing, if we 
took a bite, it might bite back! 
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e’ve ruined the Super Bowl 
for Joe Watkins. Never again 
will he be as excited about the 
outcome of that game as he was in 
1981—when Larry Flynt gave him a 
half-million dollars just for picking the 
final digit in the total added score of the 
two teams. Winning the Larry Flynt 
Million-Dollar Giveaway had to be the 
high point of this Chicago painter and 
musician’s life, and we decided to check 
on him a year later to see what’s 
changed. 

“Some of the relatives and friends 
became a bit pestier,” says Joe of his 
early days as a wealthy man. “I 
wouldn’t bother them if they had won. 
I'd be glad for ’em, but I wouldn’t 
bother them.” Still, Joe has helped out 
a lot of people in the past year. His 
memories of unemployment on the 
Windy City’s tough South Side aren’t 
that far behind him. 


How about possessions? We asked if 
he’d bought any giant-screen TVs or elaborate stereo setups. 
“No, I don’t go in for that stuff.” But cars are a different story. 
The first big thing Joe bought was a ’76 Lincoln Continental. 


Joe Watkins. 
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added together would have been seven again.” 
Nope, the Super Bowl is never going to be quite the same for 
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Obviously not accustomed to having so 
much money, he made his initial pur- 
chase a cautious one. But barely a year 
later Joe went out and picked up an ’82 
Lincoln Continental Signature. Funny 
how quick you can adjust, huh? He 
kept them both. 

But despite the money and being 
written up in both Jet magazine and 
the prestigious Irv Kupcinet column of 
the Chicago Sun-Times, Joe is the same 
guy he always was. He still lives in the 
same place, and he still loves to play the 
maracas. He declares with pride that 
“most of my friends say I haven't 
changed.” 

If there’s any difference in Joe, it’s 
that he isn’t working now because he 
doesn’t have to. “No menial work, at 
least for a while.” 

Did he watch the ’82 Super Bowl? 
“Yeah. And it felt kind of strange. Ya 
know, I would have won this year too. 
The last number of the final scores 


a 


Whoever said “An army travels 
on its stomach” forgot to men- 


tion there’s always a group that 
brings up the rear. And if this 


reader-submitted photograph is 
any indication, we’ve found 
that group. 

We guess the Marine Corps’ 
slogan has changed... now 
they’re looking for a few good 
moons. 


Here’s a news item that wasn’t 
reported for shit. It seems a 31- 
year-old male nurse was caught 
wallowing in a pit below the 
women’s outdoor toilet in a 
California state park. When a 
park ranger found him, the 
shirtless man was waist-deep in 


DEPARTMENT OF 


PARKS & RECREATION 


excrement. His defense in court 
was that he was down there 
merely to take in the aroma. 
Uh-huh. 

Needless to say, a municipal- 
court judge found him guilty of 
lewd conduct—watching a 
woman urinate or defecate for 
the purpose of sexual arousal 
If the guy’s lucky, they’ll throw 
him in the can. 
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Bigger 
Is Not 
Always 
Better 


Look at it! It’s big, 
ugly and definitely 
needs to be re- 
moved. But let’s 
forget about the 
necklace for a sec- 
ond and take a 
gander at that 
scrotum. Does 
Hefty Bag make 
jockey shorts for 
this man? All we 
know for sure is 
that the disease is 
called scrotal ele- 
phantiasis, and it’s 
extremely undesir- 
able. While some 
girls really get the 
hots for a huge 
cock, nobody wants 
to fuck! a) guy 
whose testicles are 
larger than his head. 


Although fertilization of a 

Humpsters nonhuman egg by a human 

sperm is supposedly impossi- 

We can’t figure out why they’d | ble—who knows? Maybe we 

want to do this, but scientists at | could develop an entire race 

Chicago’s Michael Reese Hos- | of beings who eat less, live in 

pital have been successful in | smaller spaces and bite bratty 

getting a human sperm to pene- | little kids who squeeze them 
trate a hamster egg. too hard. 


Why cry 
SOME THINGS SHOULDN'T BE PICKED ae Plane Tal over spilled 


passengers? Airlines have to learn how to 


SOME THINGS SHOULDN'T BE DISTURBED... turn tragedy into profit. If the government 
can bullshit the public by saying that nucle- 
ar accidents give us useful information, why 

ie) 


not the airline that put a plane into the 
Potomac? Here’s our concept for an ad that 
takes the fear out of flying. 

You can roll and roll, 
but you can't get 

rid of “THE BOOGERS” 


a 


We'll move 


A Difierent Flick | me our tails 


Horror films should try to relate to real-life | your finger—and nowhere to hide it! The to find you. 4 
scary situations. For example, the terror | movie The Boogens could have been a lot 
you feel when your date comes into the | scarier if the writers had picked that plot. 
room and you’ve got a big green one on | We guess they couldn’t put their finger on it. 
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aAIR FLORIDA CRUISES 


Good News Bear 


As you can see from the shot on the right, the 
idea of a photo-session with a bear model (not 
to be confused with the bare model) left our 
beauty worried about the beast’s intentions. 
Fortunately, the bear reacted like any warm- 
blooded male (below). All the lady had to do 
was grin and bear it. Look for the rest of this 
pictorial in the September issue. 


ACME 
RECYCLING 


The kid can’t win. The 
offspring of Prince 
Charles and Princess Di 
is doomed to favor one 
of them. And these 
retouched baby pictures 
show how unfortunate 
that resemblance might be. 
Maybe if it’s lucky, it'll 
look like the milkman. 


Threesome 


Tape this photo to your bath- 
room mirror so you won’t forget 
that our September issue will 
feature a three-breasted woman! 
With no trick photography! 


Contributor 


rights to material accepted for publication, but we will return original 
art on request (enclose SASE). For Fuly, $150 and thanks to James 
Lee Soffer and Raymond Tillman. “ 
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WORLD 
HUNGER 
April ’82 
Shortly after 
HUSTLER read- 
ers learned that 
kids in Calcut- 
ta, India, were eating kernels of 
grain picked out of cow ma- 
nure, the rest of the world got 
the message. India’s highly re- 
spected Gandhi Peace Founda- 
tion reported that some mem- 
bers of the untouchable caste in 
that country subsist on grain 
found in cow dung. Even more 
alarming, the foundation says 
these villagers are also eating 
kesari, a poisonous weed sus- 
pected of causing paralysis. 
Many of them are forced to ac- 
cept the weed as payment by 
landowners—even though it is 
illegal to do so. Seventy-six vil- 
lagers are said to be permanent- 
ly disabled after eating the 
weed. 


TORTURE 
May ’82 
Two months 
ago our study 
of man’s inhu- 
manity to man 
told how the 
Shah of Iran’s notorious SAVAK 
secret police routinely used tor- 
ture. Now Amnesty Interna- 
tional has released a report on 
the Ayatollah Khomeini’s Iran: 
The current regime has exe- 
cuted more than 4,000 political 
opponents over the past three 
years. This compares to several 
hundred reportedly executed 
during the Shah’s long reign. 
Like SAVAK, the Ayatollah’s 
men ‘“‘barbecue’’ prisoners— 
with hot irons applied to their 
buttocks and feet. Worse yet, 
Amnesty claims, “some prison- 
ers had died under torture and 
then were hanged after they 
were already dead, apparently 
to make it appear they had 
been legally executed.” 


HUSTLER pays $150 for 
Bits G Pieces items. Larry 
Flynt Publications retains all 
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HUSTLER WILL 


kind of information you need 
to stay out of hot water. And 

we'll save your sex life too. Regu- 

lar columns such as Sex Play and 
Advise & Consent have unraveled 

the mysteries of herpes, the male 
sex drive and the elusive vaginal 
orgasm. Preserve the life you love to live 
(and save money too) by subscribing to 
HUSTLER today! 


How will you keep your head 
above water in the complicated 
’80s? The answer's right in your 
hands—HUSTLER. We dive into 
areas where other magazines are 
afraid to break the surface. In the 
past we've told you how to survive 
the American legal system, avoid a 
hospital calamity and identify the poi- 
sons in your everyday life. This is the 
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EROTIC 


Edited by Dave 
Yuzo Spector 


Millions of adults watch X-rated 
movies; yet most publications have 
constantly ignored the obvious need 
to inform the public as to which 
films are ripoffs and which aren’t. 
HUSTLER’s reviews of hard-core 
erotic films have long been regarded 
as the yardstick of the industry. We 
take this function seriously, and 
we will continue to keep you 
abreast of the latest adult-film 
releases, and also do our best to 
spur porn producers on to better and 
better productions. 


A Thousand 
and One 
Erotic Nights 


Fully Erect. Produced by 
[¥::.: Winters; directed 
and written by Stephan 

Lucas; starring Annette Haven, 
John Leslie, Lisa DeLeeuw, Lysa 
Thatcher, Paul Thomas, Tiger, 
Jon Martin, Mai Lin, Laura La- 
zare, Herschel Savage, Nicole 
Black, Joey Civera and Fim Malibu. 
A Thousand and One Erotic 
Nights is the tale of Schehera- 
zade (Annette Haven), a tan- 
talizingly beautiful woman who 
lived in the Middle East cen- 
turies ago and was enslaved by 
a powerful Sultan (John Leslie). 


This hard-on rating guide is based on a quality-for-your-money formula. However, 
since many X-rated films are censored to conform to “local community standards,” 
the movies we review here might not be exactly the version you see. Therefore we sug- 
gest you check with your theater to make sure that you are getting the real thing. 


RATING GUIDE 


FULLY ERECT 
Superior. A top production that delivers fullest satisfaction. 
Yd THREE-QUARTERS ERECT 
6 Good. A well-made film that’s guaranteed to please. 
HALF ERECT at 
So-so. This may get you off, but its appeal is limited. | 
ONE-QUARTER ERECT 13 
Poor. Don’t expect much, and you won’t be disappointed. 
TOTALLY LIMP 
A waste of time and money. Avoid this one at all costs. 


As the myth goes, the sultry 
slave was sentenced to death by 
the ruler, but she managed to 
escape that fate by telling him 
intriguing yarns about adven- 
turers and their ladies. In this 
porn production, which is 
touted as the first million-dollar 
X-rated extravaganza, the roles 
of Scheherazade and the Sultan 
are skillfully portrayed by two 


Samurai intruder Fim Malibu heats up the action in ‘Erotic Nights.’ 


of the most sensuous performers 
working in the field today. 
Because most of the action 
supposedly takes place in the 
Arabian desert, for a change, 
some of the fuck-and-suck 
scenes occur in tents, on the 
sand and in other exotic lo- 
cales. In addition, the movie 
provides colorful atmosphere, 
such as belly dancers, fire- 


) grated into the storyline that it 


eaters, and enchanting harem 
girls in the Sultan’s chambers. 
Small yet interesting touches 
like these add to the flavor, and 
viewers get a sense they’re actu- 
ally back in ancient times. 
Each of Scheherazade’s tales 
encompasses a different type of 
sexual interlude. In the best 
story a fisherman (Jon Martin) 
poses as a doctor to lure a 
mother (Nicole Black) and her 
two nubile daughters (Lysa 
Thatcher and Tiger) into bed. 
He instructs one of the girls to 
“examine” her sister's cunt and 
mouth with her fingers and 


S} tongue. Then, while the two 
) young ladies begin thoroughly 
} enjoying each other’s bodies, 


they take turns turning on the 
fisherman. Before long, their 
swinging mom ambles in, a 
lusty look in her eyes. 

There are quite a few of these 
spicy portions in A Thousand 
and One Erotic Nights, but the 
climax comes when Schehera- 
zade makes it with the Sultan 
and is finally granted the right 
to a free life. 

This film is loaded with wall- 
to-wall sex, but it’s so well inte- 


seems very natural and unre- 
hearsed. The costumes, dia- 
logue and exterior scenes all es- 
tablish a realistic mood in a way 
few adult films have been able 
to do. Although this carnal epic 
could have used a few more dy- 
namic camera angles and per- 
haps another sex scene or two 
featuring Haven, all things con- 
sidered, this chronicle is a 
pleasing assortment of fleshy 
fantasies presented in a frank, 


vivid style. — Jeffrey Ressner 
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American 
Desire 


Three-Quarters Erect. 
Produced by Filminvest 
Corporation; directed and 


written by Lasse Braun; starring 
Veronica Hart, Robert Bolla, Mai 
Lin, Alan Clement, George Payne, 
Lysa Thatcher, Mistress Candice, 
Roy Stuart and Dave Ruby; in 
Dolby stereo. 

Unlike most porn pictures, 
American Desire poses a few 
good moral questions: Is it okay 
to fuck around when you’re 
married or living with some- 
one? After all, sex is so unin- 
hibited these days, why shouldn’t 
partners get a little action on 
the outside? Well, that’s up to 
the individual, but Veronica 
Hart’s excellent acting sheds 
new light on the psychological 
ramifications of adultery. 

The story may not be the 
most original, but it holds to- 


yo Pa 


Insatiable Mai Lin gets comfy with George Payne in ‘American Desire.’ 


gether from beginning to end in 
a concise, easy-to-follow man- 
ner—a rarity for adult films. 
American Desire begins with a 
“beautiful couple,” Sheila and 
Bob Welles (Veronica Hart and 
Robert Bolla), who admit to 
sexual boredom after a less- 
than-thrilling attempt to get it 
on. Bob suggests they each 
experiment on their own, which 
offends Sheila. 

Confused, she splits for a 
breath of fresh air, not wanting 
to deal with her unscrupulous 
husband. Bob sees a good 
chance and immediately calls 
an escort service, asking for the 
special treatment. Little does he 
realize the “special treatment” 
means a trip down S&M lane. 

Sheila decides to visit her fa- 
ther (Alan Clement) for advice, 
only to catch him fucking his 
live-in girlfriend (Mai Lin). It’s 
not every day you see your dad 
shoot a wad on an Oriental 
nymphomaniac, and Sheila is 
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‘American Desire’: Veronica Hart, Lysa Thatcher and Robert Bolla toss sexual fidelity right out the window. 


understandably disturbed. She 
finds free sex disgusting; yet 
deep inside she’s curious as hell. 

The ongoing debate over the 
availability of sex for men as 
opposed to women surfaces 
when Sheila comes home and 
finds some forgotten S&M gear 
on the bed. She tells Bob, “It’s 
so easy for men. All you have to 
do is pick up the phone.” To 
which he snaps back, “Yeah, 
but women don’t have to pay 
for it.”” Touche. 

With Bob’s constant encour- 
agement to get herself laid, 
Sheila revs up her classic T- 
Bird and looks for trouble. She 
falls for an architectural stu- 
dent (George Payne), but dis- 
covers him being seduced by 
the insatiable Mai Lin before 
she can do it. Disappointed, 
Sheila wanders into a vacant 
house-for-sale, where a stranger 
(Roy Stuart) is waiting for prey. 
She’s forcefully stripped of her 
clothes in a long, highly erotic 


~ 


sequence, and eventually gives 
up the fight and humps like a 
prairie dog. 

Meanwhile, Bob picks up 
a teenage hitchhiker (Lysa 
Thatcher) whose tight cutoff 
jeans, knee socks and innocent, 
suburban face will turn on even 
the most jaded filmgoer. Bob 
gets the piece of a lifetime. 

In time, Sheila and Bob real- 
ize that variety—in modera- 
tion—is the spice of life as long 
as they still love each other. 

Desire has but a few problems. 
While Veronica Hart makes the 
film believable, she appears to 
be putting on a few pounds. 
And Mai Lin is always a treat, 
but invariably her scenes are 
poorly overdubbed. 

This movie is worth the price 
of admission. The turnabout in 
Hart’s character as well as lots 
of well-photographed sex make 
American Desire an enjoyable 
flick that may give you some 
ideas of yourown. —D.Y.S. 


Trashi 


Half Erect. Produced by 
Joanne Lewis; directed 
by Louie Lewis; written 


by Tyler Adams; starring Lisa 
DeLeeuw, Carol Doda, Loni San- 
ders, Foey Silvora, Michael Mor- 
rison, Serena, Lysa Thatcher, 
Dorothy LeMay and Paul Thomas. 

If the late horror actor Boris 
Karloff ever saw a screening of 
this fuck flick, he’d probably 
roll over in his grave. Trashi is 
the story of a female Franken- 
stein, a cocksucking monster 
with 40-inch tits who’s made up 
of parts from dead women. 

As the movie opens, we wit- 
ness the creation of the bom- 
bastic Trashi (Lisa DeLeeuw) 
by a deranged scientist named 
Dr. Schtup (Michael Morrison). 


| ‘Desire’: Senior citizen Alan Clement shows Mai Lin age doesn’t matter. 


Although his experiment proves 
to be a resounding success, the 
doctor has also succeeded in 
arousing the attention of a sus- 
picious police inspector (Joey 


Silvora) investigating numerous |. 


body-snatchings from a nearby 
cemetery. When the cop calls 
for the aid of a private detective 
called Bic Boner (Paul Thom- 
as), the film takes off in a more- 
torrid direction. 

Boner is contacted by the in- 
spector while in the midst of a 
desktop encounter with his 
lovely secretary (Loni Sanders). 
As soon as they come together, 
the hard-boiled dick goes off to 
investigate the grave robberies. 
Posing as an exterminator, he 
uses his moxie to gain entrance 
into Schtup’s lab, where he balls 
a bevy of the mad doctor’s femi- 
nine creations. 

Meanwhile, Trashi is learn- 
ing the tricks of the prostitution 
trade from a madam friend 
of Schtup (Carol Doda). She 
teaches the redheaded human 
doll everything she ever wanted 
to know about sex—but wasn’t 
programmed to ask. Unfor- 
tunately, the luscious Ms. Doda 
is given star billing but makes a 
brief, mostly clothed appear- 
ance. Once again, adult audi- 
ences expecting to see a big 


Butterfly 


No HUSTLER rating. Produced 
and directed by Matt Cimber; 
screenplay by Fohn Goff and Matt 
Cimber, based on a novel by James 
M. Cain; starring Pia Zadora, 
Stacy Keach and Orson Welles, Re- 
stricted (R). 

It’s a shame that the coun- 
try’s newest sex symbol, Pia Za- 
dora, made her silver-screen de- 
but in a movie of such little 
merit. Despite what is arguably 
the most erotic R-rated bathtub 
scene in recent memory, But- 
terfly is so awful that viewers 
wind up laughing hysterical- 
ly at its feeble attempts at 
drama—at least when they can 
stay awake. 

The story, set in 1930s rural 
Nevada, centers on a scam to 
fool Jess Tyler (Stacy Keach) 
into robbing an old silver mine 
that he loyally—if not stupid- 
ly—guards for a paltry salary. 
The 17-year-old Kady, played 
by Zadora, claims to be his 
long-lost daughter, and Tyler 
buys her tall story lock, stock 


Xadora teases but never pleases. 


name wind up empty-handed. 

Eventually, Boner gets wise 
to Schtup’s game, and discovers 
the truth about Trashi. The 
macho private detective falls 
madly in love with the sexually 
proficient humanoid. 

Despite the happy ending, 
however, Trashi leaves a lot to 
be desired for the hard-core fan 
of top-grade pornography. The 
special effects can best be de- 
scribed as cheap, especially 


and barrel—not a difficult task 
with a pair of pert nipples star- 
ing at you. 

The audience is then sub- 
jected to some great cockteas- 
ing by Zadora, whose jail-bait 
face will probably let her ride 
the bus at half-fare forever. 
Tyler is a God-fearing, honest 
type who'd be the last man to 
touch his own daughter. But 
most daughters don’t look like 


‘Butterfly’: Budding starlet Pia 


In ‘Trashi,’ Lisa Deleeuw spreads her friendship in a new direction. 


matresses spray-painted silver 
for a supposedly eerie effect. In 
addition, many of the sex 
scenes seem dimly lighted or 
shot from poor angles. 
Nevertheless, if you’re the 
kind of porn fancier who 
doesn’t mind some technically 
awkward scenes and is inter- 
ested in catching a fairly amus- 
ing, sometimes-stimulating tale 
about women robots, then you 
might like Trashi. —j. R. 


Pia Zadora. Tyler blows his 
cool when she tempts him to 
wash her shoulders in a soapy 
tub. Trembling, his hands slow- 
ly creep under her arms, around 
to her chest, and finally strike 
paydirt. Pia grins like a Camp 
Fire Girl who’s gone bad. 

The plot then thickens like 
lumpy oatmeal, becoming too 
complicated to summarize and 
still make any sense. When Ty- 
ler is accused of incest, judge 
Orson Welles presides over the 
case, providing some out-of- 
place fine acting. 

Pia Zadora, known most for 
her singing wine commercials 
on TV, has appeared on all the 
major talk shows and fre- 
quently headlines at a Las Ve- 


‘gas hotel her husband happens 


to own. Recently she was 
bestowed the Golden Globe 
Award for best new star of the 
year. 

Yes, Pia Zadora is definite- 
ly on her way, but her first 
movie will do nothing but slow 
things down. Butterfly never 
should have left the cocoon. 


—D.Y. 8. 


ON THE 
CIRCUIT 


This column lists and rates erotic 
films reviewed in past issues of 
HUSTLER. The films named 
below may currently be showing at 
a theater in your neighborhood, 
or available on videocassettes. 


hy Fully Erect 


A Girl’s Best Friend 
Amanda by Night 

Deep Inside Annie Sprinkle 
8 to 4 

Exhausted 

Foxtrot 

Indecent Exposure 
Never So Deep 
Nightdreams 

Nothing to Hide 
Outlaw Ladies 
Pandora’s Mirror 

The Best of Gail Palmer 
The Dancers 


Three-Quarters Erect 


Ball Game 
Between the Sheets 
Centerspread Girls 
Country Comfort 
Delicious 

Extreme Close-up 
Garage Girls 
Inside Seka 

Sex Boat 

The Tale of Tiffany Lust 
Urban Cowgirls 


o~ Half Erect 


Afternoon Delights 

Aunt Peg’s Fulfillment 

Centerfold Fever 

Cheryl Hannson, Cover Girl 

Flash 

Manhattan Mistress 

Roommates 

Seven Seductions of 
Madame Lau 

Skin on Skin 

Skintight 

The Filthy Rich 

The Tiffany Minx 


CN One-Quarter Erect 


Fireworks 
Sweet Cheeks 
Tinseltown 


C) Totally Limp 


Hot Dallas Nights 

Little Orphan Dusty, Part II 
Naughty Network 

The Seductress 
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Reviewed by 
Theodore Sturgeon 


Bad Dreams 


By Anthony Haden-Guest; Mac- 
millan Publishing Co. Inc, 866 
Third Ave. New York, NY 
10022; $74.95. 

An ambitious young guy 
named Jack goes to New York 
in.search of a dream, but ends 
up getting murdered. He was 
living with Melanie, a beautiful 
woman he knew for only a short 
time. She had been involved 
with a hard-nosed man named 
Buddy for several years. Ulti- 


* 


A TRUE ACCOUNT 


OF SEXUAL OBSESSION, 
FANTASY. AND 
MURDER 


mately, Buddy goes on trial for 
Jack’s murder, and Melanie’s 
life is left in shambles. 

What is interesting, even no- 
table, is that this recent (1979- 
81) case had a cast of characters 
even Hollywood wouldn’t be- 
lieve, in a plot that no sensible 
screenwriter would employ— 
and it’s all true. Anthony 
Haden-Guest knew many of the 
participants, and was a close 
friend of a number of them. 

“Jack” is Jack Tupper, an 
engaging guy with, it devel- 
oped, some questionable con- 
nections. ‘Melanie’ is none 
other than Melanie Cain, a top 
fashion model who has done 
numerous television commer- 
cials and is, to readers of such 
magazines as Harper's Bazaar 
and Vogue, a familiar face 
indeed. 

And “Buddy” —well, it takes 
a book this size to say it all 
about Buddy Jacobson, a dealer 
in real estate, a manager of 
discos and modeling agencies, 
Bees one of the winningest Thor- 
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esl 


me na plant]. The cost of two 


‘Cocaine Handbook’: A clear, truthful and scientific treatise on coke. 


oughbred-racehorse trainers in 
history. 

Bad Dreams is an effort to dis- 
cover the real Buddy Jacob- 
son—what made the man do 
the things he did, what drove 
him, what was real to him, what 
he cared about. My own guess 
is that he did not and could not 
love. But suddenly he did love, 
and once that happened to him, 
he just didn’t know how to han- 
dle it. But that’s only my guess. 
Have a look, and see what you 
think. 


Cocaine 


Handbook 


By David Lee; And/Or Press Inc., 
P.O. Box 2246, Berkeley, CA 
94702; $14.95. 

The Cocaine Handbook con- 
tains clinical warnings about 
the characteristics of certain 
chemicals used in the prepara- 
tion and testing of cocaine, and 
medical cautions are also scat- 
tered throughout the book. 
However, it is by no means a 
bluenosed attack on the horrors 
of “devil cocaine.” It’s a straight- 
forward, concise, factual and 
scientific treatise describing 
what coke is, its effect on the 
human body, how to test it and 
what to expect from it. 

There are seven pages outlin- 
ing cocaine laws and penalties 
for all 50 states. More than 200 
photographs are featured (sev- 
eral in color) showing the exact 
laboratory procedures for test- 
ing the substance. And it actu- 
ally is lab work, friends, not 
mere tinkering over the kitchen 
sink. 


David Lee quotes and up- 
dates an interesting article pub- 
lished in a 1977 issue of New 
Times magazine: ““A consumer 
might think about this: Coke 
goes for $75-$150 per gram, and 
$1,800-$3,000 an ounce (28 


grams). Instead of buying one | 
gram of cocaine he could: see 

30 movies; buy 15 record al- 
bums; play 1,000 games of pin- 
ball; or buy one ounce of sinse- 
milla [a high-quality pot made 
from the flowers of the marijua- 


grams of coke could get him 15 
cases of Heineken beer; four 
good pairs of shoes; or five 
shares of AT&T. If the consumer 
does two grams a month, he 
could be living in a much nicer 
apartment. Three could be a 
color television. Four grams 
could be a weekend in Hawaii. 
Seven could be a Sony Beta- 
max.... The consumer can 
have any of these things or get 
high for 20 minutes.” 

One could wish there were 
more reference handbooks like 
this one—clear, truthful, non- 
preachy —about everything that 
affects our lives and _ society, 
from sex and politics to booze 
and prejudice. 


The Visual Dictionary 


of Sex 


Editor-in-Chief, Dr. Eric 7. 
Trimmer; A@W Publishers 
Inc., 95 Madison Ave., New 
York, NY 10016; $12.95. 

Worthy books about 
sex are being published 
all the time. The Visual 
Dictionary of Sex is defi- 
nitely among the 
best. First of all, 
it’s authorita- 
tive. The nine 
consultants are 
from Israel, \ 
France, Britain, 
Denmark, Hol- { 
land, Japan and ‘ 
the United States. 
There are 22 con- 
tributors, most 
of whom have 
very impressive 
credentials. 

The intro- 
duction is ) 
straight to the 
point: “In try- 
ing to create 
the right 
book, we 
faced many 
difficulties. 

For weare/ 
dealing | 

with a ba- | 0 
sic, over- 


whelming, but puzzling human 
experience. Sex is still sur- 
rounded by taboos; yet it is con- 
stantly being thrust at our eyes 
and ears. ‘Sexploitation’ de- 
scribes the way sex is made to 
sell a product, however remote 
the connection. ‘Permissive- 
ness’ describes the new public 
attitude of noninterference with 
people’s sex lives. All this can 
be cold and unhelpful. Warmth 
and sympathy are more liberat- 
ing than commercialized full- 
frontalism, and warmth and 
sympathy are a major contribu- 
tion by the authors and experts 
who worked on this dictio- 
nary.... This is a direct and 
open book about things that 
were once hushed up and have 
lately been overexposed. A 
book that thinks that love needs 
sex, and vice versa—and that 
neither can flourish without a 
good measure of humor.” 

This volume has an index 
that refers you to the definitions 
of more than a thousand terms, 
with cross-references to other 
sections if you need further 


‘Dictionary’ is a graphic presentation of sex in words and pictures. 


information. The language is 
crisp, the articles short, and 
there is a treasure chest of 
illustrations. It’s one of those 
books that if lent to anyone, 
you'll never see it again. So 
you’d better buy two just to 
be safe! 


The Rapist 
File 


By Les Sussman and Sally Bord- 
well; Chelsea House, 133 Christo- 
pher St, New York, NY 10014; 
$72.50. 

In prison, rapists are thought 
of as the “‘scum of the earth” by 
their fellow inmates. Authors 
Sussman and Bordwell bravely 
ventured into penitentiaries in 
New York, Louisiana and Illi- 
nois to listen to the frightening 
stories of several of them. They 
conducted 15 interviews, and if 


¥ you want to take a look into the 


mind of a convicted rapist— 

here are 15 candid accounts. 
There are rapists who were 

raised in the ghetto and others 


| from upper-middle-class back- 


grounds. There are white, 
black, intelligent and stupid 
rapists. Some have only a vague 
idea of the heinous crimes they 
committed, and others vividly re- 
member every terrifying detail. 

Sal, a tall, stocky guy, recalls 
each moment and ecstatically 
describes how he held his vic- 
tims up in front of mirrors so 
they could watch his knife sink 
into their bodies. He raped 
them after they were dead. Sal 
claims 25 killings. 

Do rapists have anything in 
common? Yes, in many cases 
there is an incident or series of 
events in their past that made 
them despise women. It is usu- 
ally a special woman—a moth- 
er, girlfriend or relative who 
has, in their minds, earned 
revenge, and they take this 
revenge out on other women. 


This is the reason they are 
driven to commit rape. It is not 
always because they are sexual- 
ly frustrated —rape is not neces- 
sarily a sexual phenomenon at 
all. In certain cases it reflects 
the anger of a weak man who 
has been dominated; he has to 
find someone he can dominate. 
But there’s no denying that 


THE 
RAPIST 
FILE 


interviews, 
with convicted 


rapists 


Les Sussman and Sally Bordwell 


introduction by Ellen Frankfort 


some rape does occur because 
of sheer futility. 

Again and again in this re- 
markable study it is shown 
that rapists harbor deep guilt 
feelings over such normal pur- 
suits as masturbation, sexual 
thoughts, sexual feelings and 
sexual dreams. In some people, 
piled-up guilt overflows and ex- 
plodes into violent perfor- 
mances of things forbidden to 
them—and one of these is rape. 
An across-the-board conclusion 
you'll make from reading this 
well-documented book is that 
the sick people who commit 
rape are tragic by-products of 
our society’s repressive attitude 
toward sex. 


Dictionary’: Sign language plays a big role in sexuality. Besides the familiar gesture for ‘Fuck you!”’ (bottom, 


third from left), homosexuals use handkerchiefs and keys to indicate various sexual preferences. 


alt 


TA WY 


O”F WY 


A Ar\, AQ\ (9) (Ge 


x) 


HUSTLER JULY 29 


XPIAY. 


The two strangers find them- Many sexual pleasures have remained hidden for too long behind the 
doors of fear, ignorance, inexperience and hypocrisy. In keeping with 
HUSTLER’s belief that the repression of natural and healthy 
urges is physically and emotionally damaging, we present this series of 
informative articles to increase your sexual knowledge, to lessen your 
inhibitions and—ultimately—to make you a much better lover. 


selves standing in front of 
the same bookstore window. 
The woman is dressed 
elegantly by French designer 
Yves St. Laurent, from the 
perfectly tailored gabardine 
trousers cinched in by an 
ornate gold belt to classic 
pump shoes and a raw silk 
blazer thrown over her 
shoulders, covering perked 
and tingling nipples. Hands 
in her pockets, the well-pre- 
served older lady looks past 
her own reflection in the 
window, and studies the 
best-seller titles on display. 

The other window-shop- 
per is a rangy boy wearing 
tight, pressed Calvin Klein 
jeans bulging at the crotch, 
an expensive Ralph Lauren 
jacket, a polo shirt with the 
famous pony insignia and 
penny loafers shined to a 
burnished brilliance. Hands 
also crammed into his pock- 
ets, he ignores the book 
titles. 

The young man shifts his 
feet ever-so-slightly, invad- 
ing the space of the woman 
next to him. Not batting an 
eye, she too moves an inch in 
his direction. Carefully, the 
two strangers await a reac- 
tion, any reaction. After a 
beat in time, their eyes meet 
in the glass for the first time. 
The initial contact has been 
made. 

The woman is 59 years 
old, the wife of a California 
real-estate baron. She could 
easily pass for 45, and a 
vivacious, sexy 45 at that. 
The boy is 19, though he’s 
about to press his luck and try to pass 
for 17 one more time. He’s a male 
prostitute, a prick peddler. The scene is 
one of the exclusive shopping streets in 
Beverly Hills. The time is late morning. 

As they climb into her green-and- 
cream Jaguar, nothing is said until the 
woman slides the car into gear, and 
heads up a wide avenue lined by tall 
palms. Then she asks, “How much?” 

“Depends on what you want,” the 
young man replies, his hand resting on 
his crotch. 

“The works,” she says, realizing she’s 
just bought a $250 “luncheon” of wild 
sex for herself. 

Mara, the hot matron in the Jag, is 


Illustration by Jim Henry 


GIGOL 


MALES FOR SALE 


DEAE HA 


by Rita Greene 


one of many rich older women who 
make use of young male prostitutes and 
gigolos to satisfy their sexual needs. 
These women do not, as Alex Comfort 
explains in A Good Age, fall within “the 
old blueprint of aging woman, that of 
the dried-up, unsexual, undesired older 
woman.” They are, as he calls them, 
“the new old. For those who have been 
happily active in youth, age abolishes 
neither the need nor the capacity nor 
the satisfaction.” 

“Many women become more sexually 
vigorous with age,” explains Dr. Joseph 
Poticha in his lively book Use Jt or You’ll 
Lose It. In fact, the respected Kinsey 
report on sexuality tells us that more 


OS: 


than 80% of women well into 
their 50s continue to engage 
in sexual activity. And, as 
Oliver Wendell Holmes (a 
19th-century physician and 
father of the Supreme Court 
Justice of the same name) 
put it, “Age, like distance, 
lends a double charm.” 

Not only are older women 
accepting their needs, but 
some are finding it makes 
sense to pay for sex—and 
pay a great deal of money. 
Mara’s philosophy would 
seem to fit too. “Get top 
value for your money” and 

_ thus function more efficient- 
ly in other areas of a hearty, 
rich and full life. 

“Why young men?” muses 
Barbara, a corporate lawyer 
and self-made millionaire. 
“‘Because young men are 
always ready. They’re ever- 
ready ... and enthusiastic. 

“The first one I screwed 
was a friend of my son. He 
was 19, and I was 44. He was 
simply a great fuck, which 
was what I needed at the 

time because my husband 
was always tired. Don’t get 
me wrong. My husband and 
I loved each other, but after 
22 years the romance was 
a bit—shall we say —dulled. 

“Mike and I went off to 
Palm Springs,” Barbara con- 
tinues, ‘‘and fucked for three 
days. I kept thinking, /’m 
getting older, and this gorgeous 
young thing is making love to 

me. Who knows? It may never 
happen to me again. 1 had 
nearly forgotten what an or- 
gasm was. He was always so 
hard and pulsating. After- 
ward, he’d brush my hair for hours and 
cream my back. Can you picture my 
husband doing that?” 

The whole affair gave Barbara such a 
lift that she promised herself a young 
man four times a year, but never again 
with anyone her family might know— 
she had too much to lose. Paying was 

just simpler and, in her eyes, worth ev- 
ery penny. “But,” she sighs, twisting a 
bright-blue sapphire ring, “I never for- 
got Mike. I always make each of them 
brush my hair for hours afterward and 
massage me with cream from head to 
toe.” 

Bill, a redhead with misty, seductive 
eyes, began his career as a male pros- 
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titute on Sunset Boulevard in Holly- 
wood. “I was 16 and looked like an an- 
gel,’ he says. He quickly moved to 
Beverly Hills and the equally opulent 
Bel-Air, working the streets, with occa- 
sional stints in brothels and as a kept 
boy or gigolo. 

“T had a great deal of fear at first. My 
fear was not that I’d be picked up by the 
police or that I’d get VD. My fear was 
that when I became a movie star... 
when I went up to get my Oscar, that 
somebody would shout out, “That fellow 
was a whore in Beverly Hills!’ and de- 
stroy my career on national television. 

“The older the women are, the 
younger they seem to like their men. 
Fortunately, I can still pass for 15. 
I'm 19 now. I admit that sometimes 
their age bothers me, or something else 
about them, like smelly dentures. One 
time an older lady, about 5-2 and 300 
pounds, took me home with her. I 
remember, as we crawled into bed, she 
was just huge and said, ‘If you miss the 
hole, use the fold; it’s just as good.’ To 
this day I do not know if I got the hole 
or the fold. 

“Another dame once said, ‘Don’t kiss 
me too hard. My bridge will fall out.’ 
And this old actress once asked me after 
dinner if I wanted to see her scrapbook. 
I’d been seeing her movies on the late 
show all my life; so I said I’d like to see 
it. I sat next to her on the sofa, and she 
brought it out. It consisted of pictures of 
men’s crotches and asses that she had 
clipped from magazines, and a lot of 
Polaroids. As we turned the pages, her 
hand kept touching my thigh. 

“We ended up in bed, and it was 
great. We saw each other a lot after that. 
She was particularly fascinated by ass- 
holes. She loved my ass, loved to look at 
mine and take Polaroids of it. I guess my 
ass is in her scrapbook now.” 

Gigolos agree that most matronly 
clients like straight sex, although some 
prefer the kinky stuff. Of course, with 
rich people, price is never a concern. No 
bargaining, no discussion. The man sets 
his price, and that will be it. He always 
gets cash up front, and usually the 
money’s put in a plain white envelope 
and slipped into a pocket. 

Bill continues, “If we spend an eve- 
ning together, I pay for everything. Say 
our get-together costs 2, 300—dinner, 
cocaine, rented limo—they put 7, 800, a 
thousand into an envelope. I pay all the 
expenses and keep what’s left. That is, 
after servicing them. If my price seems 
high at first, they know it’s worth it once 
they’ve seen my equipment. 

“Tt’s never difficult to satisfy those 
women. They always get off or pretend 
to...it’s a part of their fantasy. Last 
year I applied to be a vendor through 


MasterCard and Visa. I listed myself as 
a travel agent and got my little Master- 
Card and Visa machine. That way I 
don’t have to carry around large 
amounts of cash and worry about being 
ripped off.” 

Spencer—tall, thin, aristocratic and 
in his late teens—has a different tale. He 
is a gigolo in the true European sense, 
which means more listening and less 
sex. Several women have “kept” him, 
including one in her 70s, to the tune of a 
house, a car, clothes, trips and drugs. 
Spencer’s going rate is between $1,000 
and $2,000 a week. And what does he 
give in exchange? “All I have to do is be 
available 24 hours a day for sexual or 
other favors,” he remarks. 

“T make myself indispensable,” Spen- 
cer adds. “I’m always sunny, bright, full 
of amusing stories, always eager and en- 
thusiastic, opening up new vistas for 
them... to make them see life as being 
exciting again. You see, enthusiasm is 
infectious. 

“A lot of boys, if they’re sexy and 
good-looking and well-hung, think they 
can make it in the big time. But if 
they’re stupid, they can’t make it no 
way. Part of the turn-on for the woman 
is that you’re supposed to be quite 
bright, well-read and a good dresser.” 

Bill attributes his success as a ladies’ 
man to “great staying power,” and 
Spencer to “being attentive as hell.” 
Barbara and Mara like young male com- 
pany because it fulfills a particular ap- 
petite, and fortunately, both women can 
easily afford the expense. “Young men 
never mention the wrinkles,’ Barbara 
explains. “Men my age do. We see the 
aging in each other. For instance, their 
balls begin to droop after 45. 

“T remember one beautiful boy I used 
again and again. His name was Brian. 
He was about 18, maybe 6-2, a surfer 
type, hung like a horse and hairy in all 
the right places. He used his gorgeous 
prick like a bludgeon—wap, wap, 
wap—and it was always burning hot 
and inexhaustible.” A look of longing 
passes across her eyes. “One day he was 
just... gone. He’d vanished... taking 
that wonderful tool of his. I melt just 
remembering him.” 

John Langone in the book Long Life: 
What We Know and Are Learning About 
the Aging Process discusses the eternal 
search for rejuvenation of body and 
spirit. Many methods have been tried 
over the years, including such desperate 
measures as “men taking shots of blood 
and semen from testicles of dogs and 
pigs” and “grafting female monkeys’ sex 
glands to women.” In ancient times al- 
chemists thought that “if an old person 
is surrounded by young people for sever- 
al hours, he would take in their expelled 


air, air that was loaded with the very 
essence of youth.” 

Mara jeers at this old practice of 
searching for lost youth. “I don’t want 
to do it all again—be a kid again. I like 
where I’m at, as long as I have my 
health, a wet cunt and a sound mind. I 
love my husband, and I want to grow 
old with him. Nothing can replace the 
bonding we have. It’s like good vintage 
wine.” 

Her gaze shifts, a smile turning up the 
corner of her velvety, rose lips. “Good 
vintage wine,” she repeats, “and, of 
course, a rich gooey dessert.” She pro- 
duces a bright-red heart-shaped box. “I 
like to take a little keepsake from each 
of them.” She opens the top and tosses 
an array of fabric insignias out before 
her: little polo ponies, alligators, tigers, 
penguins ...each ripped from the front 
of a man’s sexy, cotton sport shirt. 

Bill admits to a darker, occasionally 
pathetic side to some of his female 
customers. “One old thing wanted me to 
stand naked in front of her with an erec- 
tion. She would sit in a chair and mas- 
turbate while I threw rotten tomatoes at 
her. And it had to be rotten tomatoes; 
no other fruit would do. Obviously, she 
was deeply into humiliation. 

“Another wanted conventional mis- 
sionary-position sex, except that by her 
bed there was a glass of water. After 
screwing a little bit, she told me to take 
a sip of water and spit in her face. Yeah, 
every couple of minutes she’d beg to be 
spit at, and that’s what I’d do. 

“And the kinkiest I think I ever 
encountered,” Bill continues, “was this 
one who made me drink beer. I’d drink, 
and she’d make me hold my bladder till 
it was about ready to burst. Then she’d 
get into the tub and tell me to pee on 
her. Didn’t want me to do it on her nice 
carpets; so we did everything in the 
bathtub. I’d pee all over her, and then 
she wouldn’t allow me to shake myself 
off. She’d suck me totally dry—every 
last drop.” 

Fucking someone’s grandmother 
sounds gross to even the most liberal of 
us. It’s an uncomfortable, disturbing 
thought to say the least. Yet the image 
of a typical gigolo in action is not too 
unlike such a scenario: spreading the 
flabby thighs of an old, wealthy woman 
and jamming a young, hard cock into 
mounds of wrinkled flesh, all for cash. 

Can we really judge gigolos too harsh- 
ly in view of their female counterparts? 
There seems little reason to justify the 
existence of high-class call girls and 
kept women while condemning these 
male hustlers. Possibly the universal an- 
swer lies in adding a few words to an old 
cliche: Jf it feels good, do it. Fust don’t forget 
your checkbook. & 


The prolonged bloodbath called Viet- 
nam has been over for years, but for 
2,500 American families tortured 
dreams of still-missing loved ones are 
very much alive. Equally horrifying is 
the fact our government considers 
these prisoners a “lost cause.” Bob Al- 
len’s report will rouse your conscience 
and anger. 

The soaring venereal-disease rate 
has prompted doctors to recommend 
circumcision to adult men for health 
reasons. What’s it like having your 
foreskin surgically removed? Bruce 
Dobler gives a first-person account. 

The tough climb up the career lad- 
der in the backstabbing world of cor- 
porate politics is examined in this 
MMi + month’s compelling fiction. Charles 
ssn J David’s tantalizing tale probes the 

minds of people who’ll do anything to 
make it to the top—often risking their sanity and sex lives in the process. 

You’ll also awaken to the painful realities of “loads” in this month’s DOPE col- 
umn. Many believe this mixture of codeine and a seditive called Doriden is just a 
cheap heroinlike high and learn too late the price they pay can be death. 

Find out how to put your lovemaking into high gear in this month’s SEX LIFE. 
Plus, you’ll rack your brain in TRIVIA TRIP, laugh yourself silly with ODDS & 
ENDS, swallow painfully with the bat-biting Ozzy Osbourne in CLOSE-UP and 
go into orbit with CHIC’s out-of-this-world beautiful women. 


JULY ISSUE ON SALE NOW 


COSMETIC SURGERY. SKIN GRAFTS FOR 


BOB RYAN HAS A DEMANDING 
JOB, A GREAT FUTURE, AND 
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A head of hair that he did not 
grow!! Bob is one of the millions 

of men who lose hair early in life. 
And his appearance is important to 
him. It’s not a transplant, a wig, or a 
hair weave. Bob’s new hair involves 
a once in a lifetime surgical skin graft 
process developed by a physician and 
applied by a physician. Now you 
can have a full head of hair in 
almost any style you desire. 
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Ceci STATE PENITENTIARY, SAN 
QUENTIN. 1958. The first light of dawn began 
filtering through the barred windows of the 
sixth-floor isolation block as Merle Haggard 
slowly regained consciousness. At first, he felt 
only the cold concrete slab on which he lay, 
naked except for a pair of thin pajama bot- 
toms. Next he became aware of the numbing 
winter fog that rolled in off San Francisco Bay, 
chilling his 9’ X 5’ cell. 

Worst of all, though, was the throbbing 
agony of the worst hangover he’d ever experi- 
enced. Stabbing needles of pain shot through 
his head, making it nearly impossible to open 
his eyes. When he finally did, the harsh gray 
light made them seem like they were about to 
pop from their sockets. 

Beyond his physical distress, Haggard was 
haunted by a deeper mental anguish—a mix- 
ture of remorse, self-hatred and anger. He 
tried to seek the refuge of sleep, using a Bible 
to cushion his aching head. Instead, he found 
himself retracing the steps that had led to this 
hole—where, at 21, he was serving an inde- 
terminate sentence of six months to 15 years 
for second-degree burglary. 

Things had started to go wrong when Hag- 
gard was just nine years old. His father, whom 
he'd loved so much, had died suddenly from a 
brain tumor. The pain of that loss was still as 
fresh as if it had happened yesterday. 

Why did Dad have to die when I needed 
him most? Haggard thought to himself, cry- 
ing like a child until he had no more tears. But 

when he stopped, the pain and emptiness 
remained. 

- Soon after the funeral, Haggard re- 
embered his desolation erupting into a pat- 
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From Convict toCountry King 


spider trapped in a web that he'd tattooed on 
his shoulder blade. 

The five years he spent in various juvenile 
homes and correctional institutions merely 
deepened his rage. His lengthy arrest record 
eventually led the California court system to 
brand him “incorrigible.” 

“I was a fuckup,” he later recalled. ‘There 
was this big empty space somewhere inside of 
me that nothing seemed to fill. God knows, I 
tried everything.” 

And then came the ultimate fuckup that 
had gotten him into prison—a bungled bur- 
glary following a night of heavy drinking. 

Initially, even the harsh, life-and-death 
world of sadistic guards and hard-core crimi- 
nals at San Quentin failed to make an impact 
on Haggard. He either quit or flunked out of 
numerous work and rehabilitation details, try- 
ing to escape from reality by gambling and 
shooting up cooked barbiturates. He also 
used oranges, potatoes, apples, yeast and 
sugar stolen from the prison kitchen to make 
and sell a crude home brew about four times 
stronger than beer. 

A potent batch of moonshine had ultimate- 
ly done him in. One day he'd been sitting 
quietly in the prison yard, gulping the liquid 
from a milk carton. Soon he was mouthing off 
at the guards and staggering so badly, he could 
barely keep his balance. One of his last memo- 
ries, before awakening in solitary, was a 
shouted warning from a guard for him to 
freeze —followed by the click of a loaded .30/ 
.30 rifle several feet from his head. 

Seven days in solitary confinement brought 
some notable changes in him. Besides reading 
from the same Bible that initially had served 
as a pillow, Haggard had also talked with 
several condemned prisoners in nearby 
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cells. Among them was Caryl Chessman, 
the rapist known as the “Red Light Ban- 
dit,” who was executed at San Quentin 
in 1960. 

My God, Haggard thought. Jf I keep 
fucking up, I could end up in the gas chamber. 

Something else wormed its way 
through his troubled mind during those 
lonely days in solitary, an elemental 
truth he’d never quite grasped before. 
Gradually, it dawned on him that the 
only person who could save Merle Hag- 
gard—the one individual who could 
resurrect a sense of purpose within his 
soul —was himself. 

Then and there, Haggard swore to 
himself that he would find a way out 
from the trap his life had become. 

Brownwood, Texas. 1982. Twenty- 
four years, several million dollars and 27 
number-one records later, Merle Hag- 
gard was still searching for the way out. 
He stood in the dim shadows of his tour 
bus, peering uneasily into the darkness 
like a caged animal. 

Several thousand people had just fin- 
ished cheering him at the city’s Civic 
Arena. But now his bus stood trapped in 
the parking lot, hemmed in by the 
bumper-to-bumper crush of departing 
traffic. And dozens of ecstatic fans were 
surrounding the motionless vehicle, 
waving autograph books, snapping cam- 


eras, pressing their faces against the 
glass and shouting for Haggard. 

“The hardest part for me is after a per- 
formance, when there’s people beatin’ 
on the bus and screamin’ profanities and 
hollerin’, ‘I love you! I love you!’,” he 
said with a wince. “All you can do is sit 
there and listen to it. Sometimes I can’t 
hardly stand it.” 

Staring out of the window, he took a 
deep drag on a Camel cigarette. Its am- 
ber glow revealed the harsh lines on his 
time-worn, bearded face, the tired blue 
eyes, and the faded self-applied tattoos 
on his left wrist. 

“The only difference in my life now is 
the size of the cell,” he sighed softly, 
“and the fact that this one is on four 
wheels.” 

Ever since Merle Haggard first made 
the national record charts in 1963, only 
a few years after his release from prison, 
he has remained in the forefront of coun- 
try music. Along the way he has estab- 
lished himself as one of America’s most 
enduringly popular entertainers. 

Haggard’s hard-edged anthems of 
self-esteem like “Okie From Muskogee” 
and “I Take a Lot of Pride in What I 
Am” —together with such ballads of 
down-home pathos as “Think Ill Just 
Stay Here and Drink,” “The Bottle Let 
Me Down” and “I’m Turning Off a 


“..and so, America... we must tighten our belts.” 
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Memory” —describe universal truths for 
the average American. His songs have 
soothed broken hearts and emptied beer 
glasses in truckstops, barrooms and even 
upper-crust establishments nationwide. 
Sales of more than 10 million albums in 
the past 20 years certify Haggard’s 
widespread appeal. 

Last March, Haggard enjoyed one of 
the high points of his career—perform- 
ing as an honored guest at a gala barbe- 
cue celebrating Ronald and Nancy Rea- 
gan’s 30th wedding anniversary. (Rea- 
gan had previously granted the singer a 
full pardon, in 1972, while serving as 
governor of California). Beaming from 
ear to ear, the President clapped along 
to the “Muskogee” verse about how 
Okies “‘still wave Old Glory down by 
the courthouse,” unlike what “the hip- 
pies out in San Francisco do.” 

The smiling First Lady bounced to 
the rhythm while seated on a bale of 
hay. After the hour-long concert, Reagan 
told more than 800 invited guests that 
Haggard’s music “reaches the heart of 
America” and helps people to remember 
their roots. 

Critics and fellow musicians predict 
that Haggard’s unique talents as a 
singer, songwriter and vocalist will 
eventually win him a place in popular- 
music history. “When we talk about 
Merle Haggard,” his friend and fellow 
songwriter Kris Kristofferson once ob- 
served, “we’re not talking about how 
he’s going to come out in this year’s 
Country Music Awards. We’re talking 
about posterity.” 

Yet for all his success, the feeling of 
dislocation Haggard first knew as a 
child has never subsided. At times he 
wonders out loud whether celebrity sta- 
tus is a blessing or a curse. Frequently, 
he finds the demands of stardom as diffi- 
cult to contend with as the burden of 
failure and anonymity. 

“Fame tore my ass up,” he admits. 
“You give up a lot of your pride and 
many of your rights as a human being to 
satisfy the people who buy your records. 
I really don’t like the part of being 
recognized wherever I happen to be. 
Sometimes I consider getting out of this 
business— until I realize I have nowhere 
else to go.” 

Haggard first turned to music as a 
means of escape from his troubled past. 
Yet even today his songs resound with 
the same sense of turmoil and unrest 
from which he’s never quite escaped. He 
has emerged in the early 1980s as a sur- 
vivor who still bears the scars of his 
numerous personal ordeals—his years in 
prison, his three stormy marriages and 
his periodic addictions to gambling, 
booze and wild times. 

He is a complex, thoughtful man who 
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where do you stand on bestiality?” 
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still hides his sensitivity behind the 
wary, hard-eyed exterior of the ex-con. 
Yet in his lifetime search for content- 
ment, Haggard has often openly invited 
confusion and chaos into his life. 

“T have to admit there is a part of me 
that seems to gravitate toward trouble,” 
he says. “If I had the nerve, I’d probably 
be happier as a criminal. Jesses James is 
at the top of my list of heroes.” 

Around 11 a.m. on the morning after 
the Brownwood concert, Haggard’s bus 
pulled out of the Holiday Inn parking 
lot onto a rutted asphalt highway. Mov- 
ing north under gray skies, the con- 
verted Greyhound Crusader II passed 
over dried arroyos littered with old tires 
and beer cans. Then came the familiar 
vista of Central Texas’ vast plains dot- 
ted with scrub oaks, windmills, weather- 
beaten barns, forlorn cattle and slowly 
pumping oil derricks. 

Haggard and his backup band, The 
Strangers, were 30 days into a grueling 
personal-appearance tour. His wife, 
singer Leona Williams, was also on hand 
for the month’s worth of hangovers, 
bouts with the flu, bologna sandwiches 
and greasy motel food, flat tires and end- 
less hours on the road. 

Some of the boys in the band had 
been partying in the Holiday Inn until 
well after 4 a.m. Before turning in early, 


“Why didn’t | fight back?... Well, | didn’t want to get involved.” 


Haggard had gulped down several slugs 
of whiskey while listening to the hilari- 
ous story.of how his musical hero— Bob 
Wills, the King of Western Swing—was 
nearly strangled with a coat hanger by 
one of his drunken musicians. 

Haggard chased each shot of whiskey 
with a long pull from a plastic jug full of 
a bitter-tasting laxative brewed from 
cayenne peppers, lemon juice, pure 
maple syrup and vitamin C. He had 
been introduced to this health potion by 
his friend Willie Nelson. And like Nel- 
son, he now used it regularly, hoping to 
ward off physical damage inflicted on 
his body by cigarettes, junk food and the 
ravages of time. 

Around noon, as the bus sped toward 
Lubbock, Haggard finally emerged from 
the vehicle’s rear sleeping compartment. 
He carried a styrofoam cup of black cof- 
fee, and a freshly lighted Camel dangled 
from his lips. 

“After bein’ out on the road for a 
month, it starts to feel like you’ve been 
here forever,” he wearily observed, gaz- 
ing toward the horizon where the Texas 
flatlands met somber overcast skies. 
“Damn! When I said I wanted to be a 
country singer, I didn’t mean for a hun- 
dred years! I didn’t mean life without 
parole!” 

The distance Haggard has traveled on 
the rocky road to stardom is something 
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that a man could never measure in years 
and miles alone. When he recalls his 
erratic past, it often sounds as if he is 
trying to fit together a jigsaw puzzle 
missing some key pieces. “There was a 
helluva lot of fast livin’ all along the 
way,” he admits. “‘In fact, some of it was 
so fast, it seems kinda foggy now when I 
try and remember it.” 

Haggard’s parents first came west in 
1934 from the small eastern Oklahoma 
town of Checotah. His father, James 
Haggard, was a farmer and hunter 
whose forebearers included a number of 
gifted amateur musicians. Through their 
industriousness the Haggards managed 
to weather the Great Depression—only 
to have their life’s work undone by a 
series of Dust Bowl droughts and a fire 
that destroyed their barn and most of 
their livestock. 

They were living in Oildale, Califor- 
nia—a suburb of Bakersfield—when 
Merle was born in an old railroad 
refrigerator car that had been converted 
into a house. His father was then em- 
ployed as a carpenter for the Sante Fe 
Railway. His mother, Flossie, a God- 
fearing and fiercely devout member of 
the Church of Christ, had found work as 
a bookkeeper. 

But the family’s modest, comfortable 
life ended abruptly with the death of 
James Haggard in 1946. And the sereni- 
ty that Merle had known as a child 
quickly faded into a harsher reality. 

“It was terribly lonely at home with- 
out my father,” Haggard recalls. “I 
always seemed to be in my mother’s 
hair, and it got to where I just couldn’t 
hack it anymore. I just had to leave.” 

Haggard struck out on his own at age 
12, hopping a freight train and making 
the first of many journeys through 
rough-and-tumble hobo jungles and la- 
bor camps far removed from the strict 
confines of his early home life. Yet he 
felt totally at ease, tasting a sense of 
freedom he’d never known before—and 
has seldom known since. 

“It’s still exciting to think about 
those days,” he says. “I’ve sometimes 
considered taking all my money and 
credit cards and identification out of my 
pockets, not telling anybody, and catch- 
ing a freight to see if I could do it again.” 

Haggard’s wanderlust also precipi- 
tated his first brushes with the law. His 
earliest run-ins were for chronic truancy. 
As time passed, his offenses grew more 
serious. At age 14, after numerous repri- 
mands for fighting and petty larceny, he 
was confined to the Fred C. Nelles 
School for Boys, a juvenile home in 
Whittier, California. A day after his ar- 
rival he made the first of his seven es- 
capes from this and other institutions. 

(continued on page 50) 


egina wasn’t surprised when Ingrid suggested they try a 

sauna bath in the nude. After all, they had enjoyed doing 

things together since childhood. Almost immediately, the 

sweltering-hot temperature made their golden skin glisten with sweat. 

As Ingrid’s long legs edged closer and closer to her, Regina soon 

sensed that her longtime companion was in the mood for something 

naughty. When Ingrid’s erect nipple brushed against her, Regina 

could no longer control herself, for she wanted some fun too. They 

needed no further hints as their bodies locked into a slippery embrace. 

<a The intense heatonly added to the erotic surroundings, pushing them 


t 
L\e 


MAGDOWNLOAD 


PROFILE: MERLE HAGGARD 
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But he was quickly captured and hauled 
back. 

“They were very brutal in some of 
those places,” he says with obvious bit- 
terness. “They knocked us around and 
whipped our asses, lots of times in a 
sadistic manner. This didn’t help my 
outlook on authority at all. Fact is, I 
think that’s probably the reason I got 
worse.” 

Haggard was arrested repeatedly dur- 
ing the next few years. He began run- 
ning with hardened criminals, and occa- 
sionally carried a pistol or a switch- 
blade. His rap sheet soon included such 
charges as assault, auto theft, suspicion 
of armed robbery, and writing bad 
checks. 

Haggard’s most wanton act, however, 
went undetected. Attempting to rob a 
semi-retarded boy, he and a friend beat 
him to a bloody pulp and broke his jaw. 
But in their violent frenzy, they forgot to 
take the helpless victim’s money. 

“That was the sickest, most degrading 
thing I ever did,” Haggard remorsefully 
recalls. 

“Merle just got in with the wrong 
crowd,” says his mother, Flossie, who is 
now 81. “Not having his father or me 
around had a lot to do with it too. I had 


to work when he was small, and I wasn’t 
with him as much as I wanted to be.” 

But Haggard never attributed his 
sadistic streak to anyone but himself. “I 
can’t even blame it on whiskey, drugs or 
hunger,” he says. “I was just plain 
mean. Hell, I actually enjoyed bein’ a 
criminal, took a certain pride in it. It 
was exciting and made me feel alive.” 

Haggard held dozens of short-lived 
“straight jobs” in between stretches at 
various correctional facilities. He worked 
in the oil fields; picked grapes, lettuce 
and cotton with migrant crews; pitched 
hay; drove trucks; and sacked potatoes. 
By his mid-teens he’d also developed 
into an accomplished singer and guitar 
player. 

Haggard was ten years old the first 
time he picked up a guitar, a battered 
Gibson brought home by his older 
brother. Soon he was displaying signs of 
the musical ability that had run in his 
family for generations, going back to his 
champion fiddle-playing grandfather. 
Young Merle became the star attraction 
at “beer-can hill,” a local vacant lot, 
strumming a few simple chords and 
singing tunes immortalized by Bob 
Wills, Lefty Frizzel and Hank Williams. 

Sometimes he’d lie about his age to 
get $2-a-night jobs performing in low- 
rent Bakersfield saloons—notably The 
Lucky Spot, High-Pockets and Paul’s 


“Excuse me, miss. How much for a blow... whoops, never mind. 
| just came in my pants.” 
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Cocktail Lounge. He overcame early 
bouts of stage fright by fortifying him- 
self with fifths of whiskey and hearty 
whiffs from Dramamine inhalers. 

Haggard was 19 when he married his 
first wife, Leona, in 1956. To commemo- 
rate the event, he had the feisty part- 
Indian’s name tattooed on his right arm. 
Their relationship was memorable. 

“We really only had one serious 
fight,” he explains. “It started the day I 
met her and ended nine years, four kids 
and countless external and internal 
scars later.” 

To bolster his meager income, Hag- 
gard periodically resorted to impulsive, 
poorly planned burglaries. One success- 
ful safecracking job netted him $500 
and a check-writing machine. Just a few 
weeks later, on a Saturday night in 1957, 
he was not so fortunate. 

“We [Haggard, Leona and some com- 
panions]| was drunk on wine,” he ex- 
plains. ““That’s the worst drunk you can 
get on. Gee, I used to go crazy, forget 
my morals and everything. We decided 
we were gonna rob this bar, and we were 
so out of it, we didn’t even bother to see 
what time it was.” 

Haggard and his friends thought it 
was 3 a.m., but actually it was only a lit- 
tle after 11. In the midst of noisily pry- 
ing the bar’s back door off its hinges, 
they realized the place was still open. 
The sound of a police siren sent Hag- 
gard running, but he didn’t get far. 
When cops searched his car, they found 
the check machine stolen in the earlier 
break-in. The next stop for Haggard was 
San Quentin. 

To say the least, Haggard’s 33-month 
stay was a sobering experience. He was 
genuinely saddened by seeing several 
men he’d come to know being led away 
to the gas chamber, and witnessing a 
close acquaintance stabbed to death in a 
fight. 

After being released from solitary, 
Haggard focused his energies on finding 
a way out—just as he’d promised him- 
self he would. He took a sweaty, back- 
breaking job in the prison textile mill, 
earned his high-school equivalency di- 
ploma, played and sang in the warden’s 
band, and distinguished himself as a 
model inmate. 

“Tm not sure it works that way very 
often, but I’m the one guy the prison 
system straightened out,” he says softly. 
“T wouldn’t trade the experience. I 
know damn well I’m a better man be- 
cause of it.” 

Haggard left San Quentin in early 
1960 with a beat-up guitar, ill-fitting 
clothes and shoes, and a few dollars to 
his name. When Leona failed to meet 
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“!-wish | had invented sex. Sex is No. 1." 
— Brigitte Bardot 


f Bardot is disappointed because she didn't invent sex, she 
should at least be happy to have been so deeply involved 
in the ad campaign. No living actress anywhere in the 
world is more deserving of the term “sex symbol." And only 
HUSTLER could bring you this extensive collection of rare photo- 
graphs showing France's love goddess stripped of the towel 
she so often used to tease her cinema audience 
Dropping out of school at 15 to do a racy fashion pictorial 
for the French magazine Elle, Bardot learned early about the 
power of her sensuality. But it took producer Roger Vadim 
to turn her childlike presence and fully developed woman's 
body into stardom. Billing her as the “unattainable dream 
of every married man,” Vadim boosted the actress to 
fame in his 1956 film And God Created Woman. His 
continued media push of her sex-kitten image limited the 
top French film star to the role of wanton woman. (As 
husband and wife, Vadim and Bardot held press con- 
ferences from their bed long before John Lennon and 
Yoko Ono.) Still, Bardot's durability as the willing 
object of male lust has helped her arouse film fans 
worldwide for almost three decades. 


PROFILE: MERLE HAGGARD 


(continued from page 50) 


him at the prison gate, as she’d prom- 
ised, he spent all of his money on a bus 
ticket to Bakersfield and a half-pint of 
Smirnoff vodka. 

Back home again, he landed an $80-a- 
week day job as a ditchdigger and elec- 
trician’s helper. At night he played and 
sang in rough-and-tumble places like 
Tex’s Barrelhouse and The Blackboard, 
known as the “fightin’ bars.” In _ be- 
tween, he and Leona resumed their 
shaky relationship. But now Haggard 
was concentrating more on his music 
than his wife. 

Within several months he had moved 
on from headlining in Bakersfield’s bet- 
ter clubs to working as a $225-a-week 
opening act at Las Vegas’ Nashville Ne- 
vada Club. Soon he signed a recording 
contract with an obscure local label, 
Talley Records. 

Haggard’s first two single releases 
went virtually unnoticed. But his third, 
“All My Friends Are Going to Be 
Strangers,” sold thousands of copies and 
shot up into the national Top Ten. 
Capitol Records, a company that had 
rejected Haggard twice previously, 
came calling with a contract offer. 
Almost overnight, the small-time ex-con 
from Oildale was in demand. 


BEFORE 
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Subsequent Vegas bookings proved 
to be his downfall. Almost as if he were 
making up for the lean years in prison, 
Haggard plunged feetfirst into all the 
wild temptations the “City Without 
Clocks” had to offer. 

“T was young and horny,” he laughs. 
“There seemed to be great-lookin’ 
broads everywhere I looked.” 

The blackjack tables, however, held 
an even greater fascination. Haggard es- 
timates he gambled away more than a 
million dollars between 1965 and 1975. 

“Gamblin’ has always intrigued me,” 
he admits. “When I was 14 or 15, 
workin’ in the potato sheds around Ba- 
kersfield, there was always a big dice 
game goin’ on at lunchtime. I lost my 
whole paycheck a lot of times, without 
havin’ any idea at all that, in reality, I 
was gettin’ beat out of it. But I really 
learned to gamble in jail.” 

Haggard stalked the gaming tables at 
Vegas’ Golden Nugget and Horseshoe 
Club with similar relentlessness. Even- 
tually he lost everything he’d saved— 
along with all of his rent money, grocery 
money and title to the first car he ever 
owned, a 1962 Oldsmobile. Dejectedly, 
he wired home for a bus ticket back to 
Bakersfield. 

Dwindling income and the added re- 
sponsibility of a fourth child did little to 
improve his relationship with Leona. 


During an especially heated argument 
she scared the shit out of Haggard by 
jumping from their speeding car while 
he was driving. One long, wet night in a 
local bar, Leona accused a stranger of 
putting his hand up her dress, and she 
and Haggard took turns beating the 
man into unconsciousness. Afterward, 
the incident reminded Haggard of his 
sordid past and sickened him. 

Following their last separation, Hag- 
gard tracked Leona down at her moth- 
er’s house, where she had taken up with 
a new boyfriend—a huge Indian. The 
enraged Haggard went for her throat 
and held her in a death grip until she be- 
gan turning blue. 

“T didn’t kill her,” recalls Haggard, 
who was eventually pulled loose by his 
friend Fuzzy Owen. “But I killed every 
feelin’ I ever had for her. The only thing 
left was the damn tattoo on my arm that 
said, ‘Leona.’ ” 

Haggard’s domestic affairs took a 
calmer turn when he took a second 
wife— Bonnie Owens, the former mate 
of country singer Buck Owens. During 
their 1l-year marriage his career 
flourished. By 1970 several of his rec- 
ords had topped the million-sales mark, 
and nearly all of them routinely made it 
to the number-one spot in Billboard and 
Cashbox surveys. That year, he received 
the Country Music Association’s highest 
honor—a gleaming trophy naming him 
“Entertainer of the Year.” 

But as his popularity continued to 
rise, so did his zest for the bright lights, 
wild times and gaming tables. On his 
numerous trips to Las Vegas and Reno 
during this period it was not unusual for 
Haggard to lose as much as $100,000 at 
a single sitting. 

“A lot of people won’t believe this, 
but there was a time there, toward the 
end of the ‘big party,’ that I only slept 
20 minutes in nine days,” he says. ““We 
had a limousine and just went back and 
forth between the Harrah’s clubs in 
Tahoe and Vegas. We took everything 
that was available to stay awake. You 
could buy pretty good speed on the 
street. Some pretty good pharmaceutical 
stuff was also readily available. And I 
could always hold a lot of whiskey.” 

By the mid-1970s, however, the “big 
party” was beginning to wind down for 
Haggard. His record sales were dwin- 
dling. Gambling had left his finances in 
a state of disarray. And his personal life, 
once again, was full of confusion. 

“The fire just went out of our love af- 
fair,” he recalled after divorcing Bonnie 
in 1976. 

“There was a time, probably about 
the first three years we were married, 
that I was number one in Merle’s life,” 

(continued on page 132) 
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“Gee, to think | was nervous about asking you for a kiss good-night!”’ 
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t was shortly after 2 a.m. on a hot, muggy night in New 
York City when Jim Youngblood stopped his 18-wheel 
rig at a traffic signal on the desolate Hudson River water- 
front. The Nebraska cowboy-turned-trucker was. only 
minutes away from the final destination of his 2,000-mile 
journey: the wholesale market where more than one-fifth of 
all the meat produced in America changes hands. One block 
to the north, seated in a battered Pontiac Bonneville con- 
vertible, three armed men waited patiently in the shadows 
adjacent to the next traffic signal. They knew that the truck 
was carrying 19 tons of prime tenderloin—$114,000 
worth of beef that could soon be theirs. Less than a 
minute later, spotting the huge diesel in the car’s rear- 
view mirror, the three hijackers instinctively put 
stocking masks over their faces. The rig pulled 
alongside the Pontiac just as the light turned 
red. Quickly one of them jumped up in- 
to the cab, pointing a revolver 
at Youngblood’s head. 
The blind- 


folded trucker was driven around the 
city for the next four hours before being 
released unharmed in a remote area. By 
the time police learned about the hijack- 
ing, Youngblood’s valuable cargo had 
been unloaded at an unknown packing 
plant. And by the end of the day the 
stolen meat was butchered and distrib- 
uted to scores of legitimate retail outlets 
that had no idea where it came from. 

This classic underworld heist stands 
out as one of the more-obvious examples 
of organized crime’s significant inroads 
into the $55-billion-a-year meat indus- 
try. While the Mob is traditionally 
thought of as being involved in gam- 
bling, loansharking, drugs, prostitution 
and pornography, the volume of its cash 
transactions in meat is second only to il- 
legal betting. 

The Mob’s meat-industry involve- 
ment includes labor racketeering, brib- 
ery, extortion, bankruptcy fraud and 
loansharking. Often such corruption 
results in substandard meat being sold 
as more-expensive cuts: rib steaks delib- 
erately mislabeled as T-bone, and beef 
hearts and other cheaper parts masquer- 
ading as ground round or ground chuck. 
Inevitably, it is the average consumer 
who is victimized. 

Nobody knows exactly how much of 
the meat business is Mob-controlled. 
But in the New York Metropolitan Area 


Ke 


alone organized crime has been blamed 
for inflating the retail prices of fresh 
meat in supermarkets by as much as 
15%. 

“Because of corruption and illegal 
practice,” says consumer attorney George 
Schultz, “there is no doubt in my mind 
that every time a housewife buys a Por- 
terhouse steak, she is paying 15%-20% 
more than she should.” 

The Mob’s preoccupation with beef 
on the hoof started back in the late 
1930s, when associates of Al Capone 
formed what would eventually grow into 
the biggest local in the 500,000-member 
butchers’ union. Meanwhile, other inde- 
pendent mobsters were striking fear into 
competing companies by setting up 
their own wholesale and retail outlets. 
“Organized crime got into the meat 
business by manipulating the key butch- 
ers’ unions,” explains veteran investiga- 
tor Robert Nicholson. 

Since then, even Iowa Beef Proces- 
sors—the General Motors of meat pack- 
ers—has paid exorbitant fees to a Mob- 
connected broker in order to sell its 
fresh meat and avoid strikes and other 
labor strife. At the same time, supermar- 
kets and independent wholesalers have 
been forced to buy processed meat from 
Mob-controlled companies. 

Nicholson and his partner, Lou Mon- 
tello, spent 11 frustrating years with the 


“Imagine. When we were in Congress, we voted against prison reform.” 
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New York District Attorney’s office try- 
ing to break the Mob’s meat-industry 
encroachments. But after numerous in- 
dictments and convictions the gangsters 
did not pack up their guns and go else- 
where. Instead, like a deadly cancer, 
their presence dramatically expanded. 

Why have so many companies knuck- 
led under to Mob extortionists for all 
these years? As one industry observer 
puts it, “Paying the crooks is far safer 
than going through police channels.” 
Indeed, it’s a lot easier to pass the costs 
of corruption on to John Q, Public than 
to risk losing major customers or wind- 
ing up on the wrong end of a meat hook. 

“Organized crime is heavily involved 
in the meat industry, and it’ll stay in- 
volved until it’s no longer profitable,” 
a New York City police lieutenant 
confirms. 

Adds a former FBI agent from Los An- 
geles: “The Mob will do whatever it has 
to do to gain an edge in the marketplace, 
even if it means adding illegal chemicals 
to sausage to make it look fresher.” 

The fact that the Mob usually gets 
away with such disreputable practices is 
a sorry commentary on law enforcement. 
Even if meat crooks are caught, the 
courts rarely come down hard on them. 

Take the case of Louis DiMauro, the 
54-year-old former manager of a meat- 
packing firm in Passaic, New Jersey. In 
1976 DiMauro admitted paying off U.S. 
Department of Agriculture inspectors, 
and was later fined $1,000. Two years 
ago he pleaded guilty to mail fraud in 
connection with charges he sold more 
than $750,000 of stolen meat to another 
New Jersey meat dealer and pocketed 
the proceeds. 

Despite this second conviction, 
DiMauro received only a five-year sus- 
pended sentence. He never spent a day 
in jail. “We’re fighting a losing battle,” 
says one New York lawman. “We can’t 
convince judges that these hoods are 
bad guys.” 

“Things today aren’t that different 
from the way they were in The Jungle,” 
says attorney George Schultz, who suc- 
cessfully fought meat-industry abuses in 
Los Angeles and Chicago. Upton Sin- 
clair’s graphic 1906 novel detailed cor- 
ruption and unsanitary conditions in 
turn-of-the-century Chicago stockyards. 

“There would be hams found spoiled, 
some of them with an odor so bad that a 
man could hardly bear to be in a room 
with them,” Sinclair wrote. “There 
would be meat stored in great piles in 
rooms; the water from leaky roofs would 
drip over it, and thousands of rats would 
race about on it.” 

The book aroused great public indig- 
nation and led to the revamping of fed- 
eral food-inspection laws. Yet if he were 


“l’ll teach you Christianity, my son, if you'll teach me how to grow a pecker like that.” 


alive today, Sinclair would find ample 
material for a sequel. 

Federal inspectors are routinely 
bribed by mobsters to overlook tainted 
meat that eventually winds up in chemi- 
cally treated frankfurters, sausage and 
bologna. Since 1974, 40% of the USDA’s 
meat graders in Southern California and 
almost 25% of New York City’s meat in- 
spectors have been nailed on bribery 
charges—illegally accepting cash and 
large shanks of meat as gifts. 

Not only is steak impossibly expen- 
sive for the average wage-earner, but he 
can no longer be certain how healthy the 
meat really is. Some inspectors will even 
let a company sell meat from animals 
with cancer. The packer just cuts out 
what he thinks are the cancerous parts 
and then sells the rest of the carcass. The 
unwitting consumer is fortunate if all tu- 
mors have been eliminated. 

Until two years ago cattle ranches 
and feedlots commonly used DES, a fe- 
male hormone that causes steers to gain 
weight. When the Food and Drug Ad- 
ministration discovered that DES causes 
cancer, the drug was banned. The ban, 
however, was widely ignored. On-site 
FDA inspections nabbed 51 distributors 
and 424 cattle feeders that kept right on 
giving their cows DES. 

Even if meat is healthy, chances are it 
won’t get delivered without the Mob in- 


tervening. Sides of beef rot on trucks 
unless drivers pay a “lumper” some sort 
of “protection” bribe. Lumpers are 
tough guys who hang around busy 
wholesale terminals or supermarket 
warehouses. A driver has to pay cash to 
a lumper if he doesn’t want to wait all 
day to get his truck unloaded. If a driver 
refuses, he may get 18 tires slashed—a 
crude warning that he’d better do busi- 
ness the lumper way. 

Joe David Martin, a retired trucker 
from Seattle, Washington, recalled a 
run-in with three lumpers at the Safe- 
way Stores’ warehouse in Richmond, 
California. When Martin ordered the 
men off his truck, they beat him. 

“Afterward one of them threatened to 
kill me if I called the cops,” he told 
HUSTLER. “I didn’t know which way to 
turn. I was scared for my life because 
these guys allegedly have killed people.” 

Although Martin mustered the cour- 
age to call the police, only one lumper 
was caught. His sentence simply was to 
pay Martin’s hospital bills—a small price 
considering the sizable, untaxed profits 
of the typical lumper. 

“As a rule, none of the money from 
this type of extortion is ever reported 
to the Internal Revenue Service,” as- 
serts a Congressional investigator. “Some 
lumpers who force drivers to pay $100 
to $150 to unload a truck are making 


“| was so embarrassed! | did the splits, and five class rings fell out.” 
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between $70,000 and $90,000 a year.” 

Much as it does in other legitimate 
businesses, the real Mob influence cen- 
ters on the meat industry’s labor unions. 
Obviously, the mildest threat of a strike 
could starve thousands of wholesalers. 
Many meat businesses soon discover 
that it’s easier to pay off a key official in 
a Mob-infiltrated union than risk a work 
stoppage. 

If an executive doesn’t go along with 
the “accepted” system of bribes and 
kickbacks—called “paying tribute” —he 
risks being squeezed out of business by a 
wildcat strike or a boycott. Hundreds of 
supermarket buyers therefore agree to 
be overcharged by their suppliers, and 
when their employers pay those bills, 
suppliers refund a portion of the over- 
charge to the buyers. Some buyers, ac- 
cording to investigators, then give a part 
of their cut to key union officials—or to 
the mobster who got them their jobs. 

“The industry as a whole enters into 
all these manipulations merely to keep 
labor peace so they can continue oper- 
ating,” reports investigator Robert 
Nicholson. 

What happened to Iowa Beef Proces- 
sors is a classic example. IBP is now the 
nation’s largest meat-packing firm, and 
law-enforcement officials readily ac- 
knowledge it never would have achieved 
that status if it hadn’t done business in 
the early 1970s with a sleazy Mob front 
man named Moe Steinman. 

With the backing of several Mafia 
families, Steinman had previously cor- 
nered the corned-beef market in the 
Northeast. His ties to the unions were so 
powerful that he was able to keep all 
corned-beef manufacturers from supply- 
ing supermarkets directly. They had to 
go through Steinman, who as a middle- 
man would then sell the corned beef to 
supermarkets at inflated prices. 

Among Steinman’s reported associ- 
ates was gangster Paul Castellano. Po- 
lice sources say he now runs the New 
York crime family formerly headed by 
the late Carlo Gambino. Castellano’s in- 
volvement in the wholesale and retail 
meat industry dates back to the 1930s. 

The Castellano family’s business rep- 
utation is best summarized by the Wall 
Street Fournal’s Jonathan Kwitny in his 
book Vicious Circles: 

“They have a long record of welshing 
on debts; of suffering suspicious hijack- 
ings, which can lead to insurance claims; 
of selling goods that were later found to 
have been stolen off docks or trucks and 
of cheating other firms by receiving the 
assets of companies about to go into 
bankruptcy proceedings.” 

With powerful friends like Castellano, 
Steinman was in a perfect position to 

(continued on page 126) 


“Of course I’m suspicious, Mary. You think you’re pregnant, and all | know is—I ain’t 
been gettin’ no-o-o pussy!” 
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| ' love it when a man buries his nose down 
| | there,’’ admits Lynn, ‘‘because I know I 
| | smell great!’’ With confidence like this; 
HUSTLER knew it found the perfect girl for the 
Scratch ’n’ Sniff Centerfold. The response to 
last month’s photos of Lynn (Made in Heaven) 
was fantastic; so it wasn’t hard to choose her 
again for her natural beauty...and natural 
aroma. Brushing away her strawberry-blond 
hair, she comments, ‘‘Now when I say guys 
like to give me nose before they give me head, 
they’ ll believe me.’’ Of course, we don’t recom- 
mend you poke your nose in other people’s 
business—unless it’s between Lynn’s legs! 
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You don’t 
have to go 
to Vegas 
to gamble. 


www.HustlerCasinoLA.com « 1000 W. Redondo Beach Blvd. Gardena, CA 90247 © 310.719.9800 
Must be 21 to visit casino. Play responsibly. Gambling Problem? Call 1-800-GAMBLER. 04.12.10 


young woman lost her nose in an automobile 
accident and was rushed to the hospital for a 
transplant. The only organ the surgeons had 
in storage was a penis; so they cut off the tip 
and sewed it to the woman’s face. 
Several days later the doctors called on the patient. 
“Any problems?” one of them asked. 
“T’m having a strange side effect,” she complained. 
“Like what?” 
“Well,” the woman replied, “every time I pull my 
panties down to take a piss, my nose flips up and 
knocks my wig off.” 


The HUSTLER Dictionary defines Klondike as: an 
Alaskan lesbian. 


The side show at the sleazy carnival had begun. A 
man with an alligator 
stood in a sawdust-cov- 
ered ring, dropped his 
leotard and stretched out 
his dick. He smacked the 
old alligator on the head 
with a baseball bat, and 
the gator slowly opened 
its mouth. The man then 
stepped forward and stuck 
his cock in the reptile’s 
mouth. Another clout 
with the bat, and the alli- 
gator eased its mouth 
around the guy’s rick. 
The small crowd gasped. 
Two more smacks with 
the bat, and the creature 
opened its mouth. 

“Ts there anyone in the 
audience willing to try 
this daring feat?!” the car- 
nival man bellowed. 

A swishy fellow raised 
his hand and cried, “I’d 
love to if you promith not 
to hit me over the head 
too hard!” 


After spending a passion- 
ate night with a young 
prostitute, the congress- 
man was surprised by her 
small price. “You fuck like an angel, my dear,” 
he said. “How do you manage to survive on such 
low fees?” 

“Oh, it all balances out,” said the smiling hooker. 
“T do a little blackmailing on the side.” 


Question: What does a Polack say before picking 
his nose? 
Answer: Grace. 


Little Calvin was in the alley next to his tenement 
house and took out his 11-inch pecker to take a piss. 
“Calvin, get in here, you little motherfucker!” his 
mother yelled from the porch. 
“T ain’t no motherfucker!” the boy shouted back. 
Eyeing Calvin’s hefty cock, the woman said, “You 
ain’t in the house yet, is you?” 
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that's funny... 


The long-haul trucker picked up a cute little hitch- 
hiker, and they chatted while rolling across Okla- 
homa. “I been a trucker for 17 years,” the driver 
drawled. ‘Usually spend ten to 12 hours a day be- 
hind the wheel.” 

“Gosh, that must get tiring,’ the pretty young 
thing exclaimed. 

“Tt’s not too bad, really,” the fellow said. ‘‘’Course, 
there are drawbacks.” 

Later he stopped for the night and sweet-talked the 
hitchhiker into the back of his truck. Thrashing 
about, they found themselves in the 69 position: After 
the trucker chowed down on the girl’s sweet pussy for 
a while, she said, “I like sucking your cock, Al. It’s 
nice and long, but how come it don’t get hard?” 

“Because, darlin’,” the fellow sighed, “that’s my 
hemorrhoid you been suckin’. It’s one of them draw- 
backs I told you about.” 


Question: How does the 
Moral Majority spell the 
word Justice? 

Answer: Just Us! 


A guy phoned a brothel 
and asked the madam to 
send over a skinny girl. 
“Well, we have many 
thin, beautiful girls, sir.” 

“No, listen,” the man 
continued. “I said I want 
a skinny girl.” 

“Okay, sir, I think we 
can serve you.” 

In a few hours a lanky, 
rail-thin gal rang the 
man’s doorbell. 

“What’s your pleasure, 
mister?” she cooed seduc- 
tively after he paid her. 

“Take off your clothes 
and get down on your 
hands.and knees.” 

“T like it this way,” the 
hooker chirped. 

Just then the man 
whistled and clapped his 
hands. ‘“‘Here, Champ, 
here boy!” 

When a large dog loped 
into the room, the naked girl on the floor shouted, 
“Hey, buddy, I’m not into that shit!” 

“Take it easy,” the man said, turning to the dog. 
“Hey, Champ, that’s what you’ll look like if you 
don’t eat your Alpo!” 


The HUSTLER Dictionary defines confidence as: a 
man who comes home at 3 a.m. drunk and smelling of 
perfume, then slaps his wife on the ass and says, 
“You're next!” 


HUSTLER Humor jokes are sent to us by our readers. If you’ve 
heard a gut-buster lately, why not send it our way? Submit your 
jokes on 3"X5" cards, mailed in a sealed envelope, to: 
HUSTLER Humor, 2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los 
Angeles, CA 90067-3054. If your joke is selected, we'll send you 
$50. Sorry—we cannot return submissions. ~€ 
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WY have proof,’’ the \voite 
telephone said calmly, “‘that twom 


Stil Bok high Bonin “Where has ‘i sade af WS 


men, not one, shot President Kennedy.” — ‘this time, if I may ask?” LO a 
Jeffrey Bolt sat forward, his brow furrow ¥ =. ‘In the camera.” ~- exe 4 A) ‘~ 
concentration. ‘‘What proof?’’ he asKed. “For #5 pears?” Ge exclaimed ijeecdutodgly. He © yay 
‘*A film,’’ the caller replied, ‘‘that confirms the _ : ‘Tepeatedly. circled the date on his desk calendar: © Boss = 
two-gunmen theory.’ f = April 16, 1979. \ 


Bolt had heard this kind of talk befote—uballve 
from cranks or other pathetic people crying out for 
a little attention. This time, however,\the voice 
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“The lawyer sighed. “The man a shot the\film 


ad a heart attack and. died, moments after ‘the 
t a shot: The ¢ camera was around his neck, 
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and it was returned to his family with his 
other belongings.” 

“Go ahead,” Bolt told him, his inter- 
est piqued. 

“Apparently, the man’s wife put the 
camera away, forgetting about the film 
inside. Not unusual when you consider 
how confused and upset she must have 
been—what with the President, then her 
husband dying.” 

‘What was the man’s name?” 

“Gus Steiner,” the lawyer replied. 

“How did the film surface?” 

“Mrs. Steiner passed away two weeks 
ago. While going through her house, one 
of their children found the camera and 
discovered the film inside.” 

“What’s the person’s name?” 

“T’m not at liberty to tell you. Suffice 
it to say that I’ve been contacted and 
instructed to turn the film over to the 
subcommittee.” 

Bolt tapped his pencil on the note 
pad. He couldn’t blame the attorney’s 
client for not wanting to become di- 
rectly involved. Especially since many 
of the witnesses who were even remotely 
connected with the November 22, 1963, 
assassination had turned up dead in the 
months that followed. 

“Where’s the film now?” Bolt asked. 

“It’s safe,” the lawyer assured him, 
“and it’s here in Dallas.” 

Two hours later Jeffrey Bolt was on a 
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flight to Dallas. He’d been on wild- 
goose chases before; as a Congressional 
investigator it came with the territory. 
But something about this lead told him 
it was different. 

After his plane landed, Bolt called the 
attorney and arranged to meet him later 
that day. Then he rented a car and 
checked into a motel. 

At the lawyer’s posh offices he learned 
more about the Steiner film. He was told 
it was 50 feet of 8mm celluloid that was 
even more revealing than the historic 
Zapruder film, which had captured in 
vivid, bloody detail the assassination of 
America’s 35th President, John Fitzger- 
ald Kennedy. But unlike the Zapruder 
film, which had focused entirely on the 
mortally wounded President, the Steiner 
footage was shot from the opposite side 
of Dealey Plaza and actually showed a 
“second gunman” firing from the adja- 
cent grassy knoll. 

“T’ve seen the film,” the lawyer as- 
sured Bolt, “and it’s genuine.” 

“When can J see it?” 

“The time and place will be deter- 
mined by my client and me. Stay by 
your phone,” the lawyer smiled. “It 
could ring at any time.” 

That night, Bolt met Anna Lindstrom 
in the motel parking lot. As he drove in, 
he saw a woman, apparently in some dis- 
tress, standing next to a parked car. 


»” 


Climbing out of his rented sedan, Bolt 
noticed she was an extremely pretty 
young lady with long blond hair, the 
perfect complement to the Nordic blue 
eyes that studied him as he approached. 

“Need some help?” he asked. 

“T feel so stupid!” she exclaimed with 
a slight Swedish accent. “My keys are 
locked inside, and my skirt is caught in 
the door.” 

Bolt fought the urge to laugh. “Good 
thing I came along.” 

“Don’t tell me you’re a locksmith!” 

“Not quite,” Bolt grinned. “I used to 
repossess cars to pay my way through 
law school.” 

It took only a few seconds to pick the 
lock. When he was through, Anna 
smiled. “It’s nice to see that chivalry is 
not dead in America! And gratitude is 
not dead in Sweden. Would it threaten 
your masculinity if I were to ask you to 
dinner? My treat.” Her offer was sur- 
prising but welcome. Bolt accepted, and 
they had T-bone steaks in the motel’s 
dining room. Afterward, over drinks, 
they discovered they had something in 
common. 

“Tm a journalist,’ she told him. 
“Right now I’m on assignment for a 
Swedish magazine.” 

“What kind of assignment?” 

“T’m researching the John F. Ken- 
nedy assassination.” 

“Small world,” Bolt remarked with a 
smile. “I’m in town for the same reason. 
I’m afraid poor JFK has given Dallas a 
second tourist industry.” 

“You're a writer?” 

Bolt shook his head. “I’m a Congres- 
sional investigator.” 

It was common knowledge that a 
Senate subcommittee had been con- 
vened to examine new evidence in the 
Kennedy assassination. The evidence 
seemed to support the belief that there 
were two gunmen, not one. 

The two of them discussed the various 
assassination theories until late into the 
evening. Finally, the conversation 
turned to more-personal things. She 
complimented him on his muscular 
build, which fairly burst through his 
crisply tailored sport coat. Bolt con- 
fessed to working out three nights a 
week to keep his Tae Kwon Do skills 
sharp. 

Surprising him once again by her 
boldness, Anna leaned forward and felt 
his well-muscled arm. “I’d like to see 
more of that,” she smiled. 

This must be my lucky night, Bolt 
thought hopefully. He felt a strong at- 
traction, not all of it sexual, for this ex- 
traordinary young Scandinavian beauty. 

When Bolt and Anna had finished 
their drinks, they walked hand-in-hand 
back to her room. Unlocking the door, 


. 've changed my mind!” 


“Wait, Doctor. . 


she faced him and whispered a more- 
explicit invitation. Bolt accepted with a 
kiss—a tender kiss that told her this 
meant more to him than just a single 
night in the sack. 

Once inside the room, she sat him on 
the double bed, and he leaned back 
against the headboard to enjoy the view. 
She stood in front of him, kicked off her 
shoes and slowly undressed herself. She 
started with her blouse, revealing two 
heavy breasts unencumbered by any 
bra. As Bolt watched, fascinated, she 
cupped them in her hands and kneaded 
the flesh, provoking her pink nipples to 
a ruby hardness. Bolt soon felt a hard- 
ness growing in his crotch. Then Anna 
stepped out of her skirt and stood before 
him in black bikini panties. 

She sat on the edge of the bed and 
took off her shoes and stockings. In- 
stantly, her fingers worked at the but- 
tons of Bolt’s shirt, which she languor- 
ously removed. Her tongue flicked 
impudently at his nipples as she un- 
fastened his belt. Next, she leaned back 
and pulled off his pants and briefs. At 
last she removed her panties and kissed 
him. 

They made love slowly, their lips and 
hands exploring private places until 
their passion could no longer be con- 
tained. Anna kissed him hungrily, tak- 
ing his lower lip between her teeth and 


nibbling softly. Bolt held her tight 
against him and was acutely aware of 
the sweet wetness that oozed from her 
cunt. 

In a single, fluid motion, Anna strad- 
dled his face, and the distinct odor of 
feminine arousal filled his nostrils. In 
the dim light he saw the dewy moisture, 
clinging like liquid jewels to the blond 
matting between her legs. She lowered 
herself to his mouth and gasped when 
his tongue lanced between the delicate 
pink folds of her vagina. 

Anna leaned back, bracing herself 
against Bolt’s raised knees, and quivered 
as his tongue danced lightly over her 
sensitive clit. Unconsciously, she cupped 
her generous breasts in each hand and 
fingered her pert nipples. 

“OQo-oo-00, Jeff-f-f-f,’ she breathed 
huskily, “‘so-o-o goo-00-00-00d!”’ 

Bolt said nothing. His tongue was 
busy elsewhere. 

Anna was trembling now, her body 
building up to the inevitable explosion 
that would soon wash over her in a series 
of convulsive waves. “Yes-s-s-s,” she 
whispered. “Make me come. Make me 
come in your mouth!” 

Bolt parted the lips of her vagina with 
his fingers and sucked the inflamed bud 
of her clitoris between his teeth. Anna 
groaned as her hands moved eagerly 
over her breasts. Gently, with methodi- 
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cal precision, Bolt teased her clit with a 
hot, probing tongue and suckled her 
tender nub. 

“Oh, my —!” Her words were lost in a 
flurry of intense pleasure. Again and 
again her body jerked spastically as one 
orgasm after another ripped deep within 
her. 

They made love several times during 
the next two days. Sometimes it was lov- 
ing and tender; at other times it was pas- 
sionate and feverishly physical. In fact, 
he and Anna were in bed, making love, 
when the lawyer finally called. 

“Texas Stadium in Irving,” the law- 
yer said tersely. “Three p.m. sharp.” 
The line clicked dead. 

“Who was it?” Anna asked. 

“A man I have to meet,” Bolt told her. 

“Tm coming with you.” 

“No, you’re not.” 

“If you don’t take me,” she chal- 
lenged, “Ill break the story on the Sen- 
ate investigation.” 

Bolt studied Anna Lindstrom’s face. 
He should have known—a typical 
reporter! Trusting her too much, he’d 
ended up telling her more than had been 
wise. If she broke the story now, all the 
new leads on the assassination could dry 
up. Potential witnesses might reconsider 
testifying; important documents could 
be destroyed. “Okay,” Bolt said. “Get 
dressed!” He found himself furious at 
her and loving her spirit at the same 
time. 

Except for a large motor home that 
stood alone on the tarmac, the stadium 
parking lot was deserted. Bolt pulled up 
several yards from the RV and was 
greeted by the lawyer, who stepped out- 
side. “Who’s she?” he demanded, point- 
ing at Anna. 

“A reporter,” Bolt said evenly. “She’s 
on our side.” 

The lawyer looked her over, then nod- 
ded. “Okay, come on in.” 

The motor home was a plushly 
designed, top-of-the-line model with all 
the amenities, including sleeping quar- 
ters, kitchen, bathroom and wet bar. A 
movie projector was set up ona stool, its 
lens pointed at a small, white card that 
had been tacked to the wall. 

A nervous, attractive woman looked 
up with surprise as Anna entered with 
the two men. 

“Don’t worry,” the lawyer assured 
her. “She’s with him.” The woman 
studied them with nervous, flitting eyes. 
“This is Angela Kaplan,” the lawyer 
said, “the Steiners’ oldest daughter.” 

“Can we get this over with?” Mrs. 
Kaplan pleaded. “I don’t want to stay 
here any longer than necessary.” 

Plainly, she was frightened, and Bolt 
nodded to the lawyer. “Let’s see the 
film.” (continued on page 90) 
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THE KENNEDY AFFAIR 
(continued from page 78) 


The attorney dimmed the lights and 
switched on the projector. Bolt and 
Anna watched the images flicker across 
the white card, replaying that tragic 
scene in Dallas. The motorcade swung 
past the Texas School Book Depository, 
and Kennedy’s open Lincoln Continen- 
tal came into view. The camera panned 
with the car, zeroing in on the young 
Chief Executive, who was sitting on the 
side opposite the amateur photographer. 
The Depository could be seen behind 
the President. 

Suddenly, he slumped forward, clutch- 
ing his throat. Then his head snapped 
back, exploding in a crimson cloud. Bolt 
and Anna peered closer at the makeshift 
screen. There it was! The distinct shape 
of someone atop the grassy knoll, hold- 
ing what appeared to be a rifle. A sud- 
den muzzle flash confirmed it just sec- 
onds before the final frames sputtered 
through the projector. 

The lawyer turned on the lights. ‘‘As I 
said,” he told them, “‘there’s no doubt 
that a second gunman was involved.” 

Bolt nodded. “The figure’s too small 
to identify now, but we can enlarge 
some frames and probably make a posi- 
tive ID.” 

Bolt was given the film. ‘““Thank you, 
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Mrs. Kaplan,” he said. “You’re a very 
brave woman.” 

“No, I am not!” she snapped. “I’m a 
very frightened woman.” 

And with good reason. Bolt and Anna 
were approaching his rented sedan 
when an explosion shattered the silence 
and knocked them to the ground. But 
they turned in time to see a bright- 
orange fireball engulf the motor home. 

Something glinted high on the roof of 
Texas Stadium, and Bolt saw movement 
there. “Get in the car!” he shouted. 
“There’s a sniper!” 

Anna rushed to the car and climbed 
in. Bolt had drawn his pistol, but the 
gunman was out of range. So he dashed 
to the car, started it and sped away, 
peeling rubber as he went and leaving a 
burning hulk in their wake. 

“Son of a bitch!” Bolt cursed. “We 
were followed!” 

“The motor home,” Anna gasped. 
“How could it just burst into flames like 
that?” 

“My guess is the sniper pumped a 
tracer shell into the gas tank.” He 
reached into his coat pocket and re- 
moved the film. “Take this,” he ordered. 

Anna stuffed the spool into her hand- 
bag. “What are you going to do?” 

“I’m dropping you off and going back 
to the stadium. Maybe I can get 
whoever snuffed the motor home. But if 
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he gets me, I don’t want him to have the 
film. If I die, you’ve got the scoop of the 
decade, Anna.” 

Jeffrey Bolt never saw the second man 
with the high-powered rifle. Nor did he 
hear the shot that tore into the left front 
tire just after he’d given Anna the film. 
The bullet shredded the rubber on im- 
pact, yanking the car violently across 
the two-lane highway. The sedan sailed 
over an embankment and plunged into a 
shallow ravine. He vaguely recalled 
looking to his right and seeing Anna, 
frantically gripping her handbag, tum- 
ble out the door. After that, everything 
exploded into a jumble of twisted metal 
and shattered glass. 

Bolt’s memory of the events imme- 
diately following the crash was a jigsaw 
of disjointed images: anxious hands 


. pulling him from the wreckage; evacua- 


tion by helicopter to a Dallas hospital; 
the grim look on the doctor’s face when 
he told him Anna Lindstrom was dead, 
killed instantly when she fell from the 
car. No, they had not found any hand- 
bag with the body. 

They had been together only three 
days, and yet it was long enough to 
know he’d fallen deeply in love with her. 
But Anna was dead, they said—killed in 
a car he had been driving. Despite his 
own injuries, the guilt gnawed at him 
constantly. Because he had somehow 
failed, the woman he loved was dead. 

Several agonizing months later, when 
Bolt’s life-threatening injuries had 
mended, the Congressional investigator 
was transferred to a top-secret neuro- 
psychiatric institution near Los Angeles. 
The modern, efficiently run government 
facility was one of many at which federal 
agents were treated for head injuries, 
neurological disorders and mental 
breakdowns. Bolt had suffered brain 
damage in the accident—and it was dur- 
ing his recuperation that the visions 
began. 

He saw them in his mind’s eye, as 
clear and crisp as a finely tuned televi- 
sion picture. One vision in particular 
was most disturbing. He could “see” 
Anna, her mouth stretched wide in a 
silent, terrified scream and moving 
backward in slow motion, her hands in 
front of her in a protective gesture. Be- 
hind her the background was cloudy 
and out of focus; so he couldn’t tell 
where she was or what she was running 
from. 

At first he believed he was hallucinat- 
ing. But when the visions persisted, Bolt 
slowly began to doubt what the doctors 
and his superiors had been telling him. 
Anna was alive. He knew it—he felt it! 
Doctors could be made to lie. 


“Did that hurt?” 


There was only one possible explana- 
tion for his feeling the way he did: His 
brain had been damaged in the crash, 
but the impact had apparently jarred 
open one of the many dark, mysterious, 
untapped compartments of his mind. 
Jeffrey Bolt was convinced he had been 
blessed by tragedy with a sixth sense—a 
sense beyond sight, sound, smell, taste 
and touch. 

He knew the Russians and Americans 
had been conducting experiments in 
this area, with amazing results on both 
sides of the Iron Curtain. Psychologists, 
of course, called it extrasensory percep- 
tion, or ESP. But Bolt called it a gift—a 
gift that had convinced him Anna was 
alive, but in great peril. 

As the months passed, the vision of 
Anna, moving backward and screaming 
silently, recurred incessantly. Bolt con- 
vinced himself it was a cry for help. He 
surmised that someone was going to kill 
her and that she was calling out to him. 
But each time he mentioned her name, 
the psychiatrists calmly reminded him 
she was dead, her body having been 
returned to Sweden two years before 
and buried in her village churchyard. 

There was only one way to know for 
sure. Two weeks after his release, Bolt 
flew to Copenhagen. From there he took 
a hydrofoil to Malmo. In its comfortable 
passenger section he scrutinized the 


slate-gray sky that loomed over the 
choppy waters separating Denmark and 
Sweden. It was a typical Scandinavian 
summer day, and the sea heaved under 
the boiling black clouds. Bolt checked 
his watch. The trip to Malmo, a Swedish 
shipbuilding port, would take another 
40 minutes. So he settled back in his seat 
and succumbed to the droning lullaby of 
the craft’s engines. 

As the vessel docked in Malmo, Bolt 
shrugged off the fatigue and jet lag of his 
10-hour polar flight from Los Angeles 
to Copenhagen. After converting his 
currency and renting a Volvo Turbo, he 
drove north toward Hostrand, a tiny vil- 
lage in southern Sweden. There the fate 
of his beloved Anna would, once and for 
all, be resolved. 

An hour later Bolt turned left off the 
main highway and stopped in front of a 
small hotel. Just down the street was the 
railway station—and the sight of it trig- 
gered another vision of Anna. Once 
again he “saw” her, screaming and 
backing away. But this time the murky 
background cleared; she was on the 
platform of a railroad depot. Behind her 
a large sign read, “HOSTRAND.” 

At last he could verify the authen- 
ticity of the vision. He walked across to 
the real station and rounded a corner of 
the ancient, weather-beaten structure. 
There, looming above the platform, was 
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the destination sign, looking exactly as 
he had pictured it in his mind. To him it 
meant that Anna was here—and that 
she was still alive and in need of his 
help. 

Bolt returned to his car and lugged his 
suitcase to the hotel’s check-in desk. A 
hefty, middle-aged woman greeted him 
with a pleasant smile. 

“Speak English?” Bolt asked. 

“Can I help you?” she responded. 

“T need a room.” 

“How long will you be staying?” 

“Hard to say,” he replied wearily. 

Bolt signed the register and showed 
the woman his passport. 

“We charge 200 Swedish crowns a 
night,” she informed him. ‘““That’s about 
35 American dollars.” 

Bolt paid for two nights in advance 
and carried his suitcase up the stairs to 
the second floor. The room was sparsely 
furnished with a single bed, a chest of 
drawers and a chair. Definitely not the 
honeymoon suite, he thought. He placed 
his suitcase on the floor and flopped 
facedown on the bed. Within seconds he 
was fast asleep. 

Following the innkeeper’s directions, 
Bolt had little trouble finding the village 
cemetery. Tombstones flanked the path- 
way leading up to the church, and he 
looked up at the bell tower as he pushed 
open the creaky iron gate. It was 6 a.m., 
but sunrise had been at 3 here in the 
“Land of the Midnight Sun.” 

Gravel crunched under Bolt’s feet as 
he moved slowly past the gravestones, 
his eyes scanning the name on each one. 
Ten minutes later he stood silently be- 
fore a large granite marker. The name 
LINDSTROM was chiseled across its 
face. Beneath that was Anna’s name and 
the dates of birth and death. 

Bolt closed his eyes, forcing his mind 
to delve beneath the dark layers of earth 
that covered her coffin. But there was 
only blackness. 

Suddenly, an image did begin to mate- 
rialize—the vision of someone lurking 
close by. It slowly took shape, and in his 
mind’s eye Bolt could “see” a man. The 
figure was concealed in a high, dark 
place—and he was aiming a rifle. 

When the image crystallized, Bolt 
quickly dived behind Anna’s tombstone 
as a bullet pinged off the granite. He 
drew a 9mm automatic from inside his 
coat and fired four shots straight into 
the bell tower. A second later a man and 
a rifle tumbled out and plunged to the 
ground. 

Bolt ran to the corpse and decided he 
had to get it out of sight. Hefting the 
body over his shoulder, he carried the 
dead man to the Volvo and placed him 

(continued on page 102) 
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THE KENNEDY AFFAIR 


(continued from page 92) 


and the rifle in the trunk. Bolt headed 
back to the hotel, where he could debate 
his next move. There was no doubt 
about it: Anna was definitely alive. The 
attempt on his life confirmed it. 

All I have to do now is find her before it’s 
too late, he thought grimly. 

When he arrived at the hotel, the inn- 
keeper was at the check-in desk and 
waved merrily to him as he made his 
way up the stairs. He unlocked the door 
to his room and instantly sensed that 
something was wrong. Stepping inside, 
he spotted a movement to his left, but 
before he could react, he felt a blinding 
pain as an object struck him above his 
left ear. He was falling... 

Bolt was aware of a dull, roaring 
sound that seemed to come from far 
away. Yet it quickly drew closer, its 
intensity building until it finally became 
a streak of rushing metal. He opened his 
eyes and saw a blurred train flashing 
past, rattling the windows of the old 
wooden structure on whose rough plank 
floor he was lying. When he focused his 
eyes, he saw three men staring out the 
window at the departing train. 

“He’s awake.” Bolt recognized Anna’s 
voice and turned toward her. “Hello, 
Jeffrey,” she smiled. “Does your head 
hurt?” 

He winced as he sat up and held his 
throbbing skull in both hands. “Nothing 
a guillotine couldn’t cure.” 

The three men approached and took 
up positions several feet away. 

“How did you find me?” Anna asked, 
standing behind him and lightly mas- 
saging his temples. 

“Tm an investigator,” Bolt replied 
flippantly. “I checked out your death 
certificate.” He looked around, feeling 
woozy. “Where are we?” 

“The train station.” 

Bolt flashed on the image again. 
“Business doesn’t seem to be too brisk,” 
he observed. 

“The trains haven’t stopped here for 
years,” Anna told him. “Hostrand is 
very wary of strangers.” 

“Not to mention hostile,” said Bolt, 
rubbing the lump on his head. 

Anna smiled. “This is a unique little 
village. It is what is known in our busi- 
ness as a ‘safe town.” 

“And just what business is that?” 

“The killing business,” Anna said 
calmly. “We are assassins.” 

“Assassins?!” Bolt’s eyebrows shot 
upward. “You?” 

“T should say retired assassins,” she 
clarified. ‘““You see, Jeffrey, Hostrand is, 
by international treaty, a safe haven for 
those of us who have served in the CIA, 


the Soviet KGB or other government 
agencies.” 

“T see,” said Bolt. ‘““You’re all killers, 
and this is the only place on earth you 
can retire without fear of retaliation.” 

“You always were a perceptive man,” 
Anna said with a smile. 

“What agency were you with?” Bolt 
asked. 

“AFIA., ” 

Bolt whistled. ‘““The Armed Forces In- 
telligence Agency. That’s pretty heavy 
stuff.” 

Little was known about AFIA except 
that it was an elite corps of professionals 
buried deep within the labyrinthine 
layers of the Pentagon. AFIA answered 
to no one but the Joint Chiefs of the 
Army, Navy, Marines and Air Force. 

Bolt mulled it over before speaking 
again. “Our meeting in Dallas—it was 
pre-arranged, wasn’t it?” 

Anna nodded. “In researching your 
dossier, I learned you had once repos- 
sessed cars; so I used your skills with 
locked doors as a means of meeting you. 
Rather clever, yes?” 

“T fell in love with you,” Bolt con- 
fessed, his voice choked with emotion. 

“That was the whole idea, darling!” 
Anna laughed as she sat down next to 
him and took his hand in hers. “We had 
to get our hands on the Steiner film. To 
do that, one of our people had to gain 
your confidence.” She paused, looking 
at him with patronizing eyes. “I was the 
one.” 

Bolt regarded Anna with scornful 
eyes. “You weren’t thrown out of the 
car,” he said flatly. “You jumped.” 

“Very good, darling,” Anna said with 
mock sincerity. “And why not? You'd 
given me the film, and I knew that 
Klaus was waiting in ambush.” 

“Klaus?” said Bolt. 

“The man in the bell tower,” she said. 
“He was very careless.” 

“And the sniper at the stadium?” 

“That was Roger,” she smiled, ges- 
turing to one of the men flanking them. 

“And what about the film?” Bolt 
inquired. “I assume it wasn’t shown at 
the Cannes Film Festival.” 

Anna laughed lightly. “It was very 
useful to us, but it was destroyed.” 

“Which means we could have iden- 
tified the second gunman.” 

“Without question,’ Anna replied. 
“He was a general with the North Atlan- 
tic Treaty Organization—your NATO. 
He died peacefully six months ago while 
tending his garden.” 

“Why, Anna? Why would the Pen- 
tagon kill its commander-in-chief?” 

Anna stood up and walked a few 
paces away, apparently debating whether 

(continued on page 108) 


All across the country, there’s a dazzling array 
of beautiful Beavers eager to make their 
debut in Beaver Hunt. You can make your 
wife’s or girlfriend’s dream come true by 
snapping your lens at her sexiest pose. If 
selected, she’ll win 50 bucks. Plus there’s 
always the chance your Beaver will be chosen 
for an extended photo-feature at profes- 
sional-models’ rates. All photographs submit- 


it 
d 
Sa dw 
th her poy his b ee “4 
notes? irae jand, likes 8 
een, 
from ea cooking 


ted become the nonreturnable property of 
HUSTLER Magazine. Send your entry (pref- 
erably more than one color photo) to 
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tickle the sexual fancy of 27-year-old Carol 
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THE KENNEDY AFFAIR 
(continued from page 102) 


she should answer or not. She faced him. 
“It wasn’t just the Pentagon,” she said 
crisply. “Several industrialists were in- 
volved as well—people who supply our 
military needs.” 

Bolt stared at her. “That tells me who. 
It doesn’t tell me why.” 

“Vietnam,” Anna said flatly. “John 
Kennedy was assassinated because of 
Vietnam.” 

“Tt doesn’t make sense!” Bolt cried. 
“Kennedy was stepping up our military 
involvement in Nam. If anything, the 
military-industrial complex would have 
wanted to keep him alive!” 

Anna shook her head. “Kennedy was 
reconsidering his Vietnam policy. In 
fact, he’d already decided he would 
order a complete withdrawal of our 
troops and advisers when he returned 
from Dallas.” 

The news hit Bolt like a kick to the 
solar plexus. He absorbed everything 
she had just told him, and felt tears well 
up in his eyes. “If that’s true,” he said, 
his voice cracking, “there never would 
have been—” 

Anna returned and knelt before him. 
“Tt’s true, Jeffrey,” she whispered, tak- 
ing his hands in hers. “If John Kennedy 
had lived, America would never have 
fought a war in Southeast Asia.” 

Rage scalded Bolt’s insides. ‘“Bas- 
tards!” he hissed. “Kill one President, 
and 50,000 die in Nam.” 

“Tm afraid one more will have to die 
as well,” Anna said softly. “‘Why 
couldn’t you have just gone on believing 
I was dead?” 

Bolt looked deep into Anna’s eyes and 
remembered the vision that had brought 
him to Sweden: the vision of a fright- 
ened, panicky woman stumbling back- 
ward in a feeble attempt to escape some 
unseen danger. He could contain his 
fury no longer, and impulsively he de- 
cided that Hostrand was as good a place 
to die as any other. But first he was 
going to make that martial-arts training 
pay off. 

Without warning he grasped Anna by 
the throat and flung her to the side. She 
smashed into one of her companions, 
knocking him down. Both lay there 
stunned for a moment. Bolt’s left foot 
shot out, catching the second gunman— 
the one called Roger—squarely under 
the jaw. His head snapped back, and he 
fell limply to the floor. The third man 
reacted quickly and was able to draw 
his pistol. But Bolt was faster and, as 
he landed on the balls of his feet, he 
whipped his right leg around, sweeping 
the man’s legs out from under him. A 


round went into the ceiling as Bolt 
twisted the gun from the guy’s hand and 
fired once into his face. 

Anna and the first man scrambled to 
their feet, and Bolt saw he was coming 
up armed. Bolt put two rounds into the 
assassin’s chest, hurling him through a 
large, plate-glass window. Anna scurried 
to the opposite side of the station, but 
Bolt had no time for her. Roger—the 
man he’d kicked—rolled over and 
aimed his pistol at Bolt’s crotch. Bolt 
dove sideways as the bullet just missed 
his leg, but he managed to pump a sin- 
gle round into his adversary’s head. 

Instantly, with the agility of a ballet 
dancer, Bolt was once again on his feet. 
He swung around to face Anna, just in 
time to see her backing out the door to 
the platform. He dashed out after her, 
his pistol still drawn. 

As he advanced on her, Bolt realized 
he was living the vision that had 
haunted him for so long. It was exactly 
as he had “seen” it: the look of terror on 
her face, her hands up protectively in 
front of her as she backed away. But now 
he saw what the vision had not revealed. 
Anna was running from him! 

Bolt stopped and looked down at the 
gun in his hand. Then it occurred to 
him: He hadn’t come to Hostrand to 
save Anna; fate had sent him to kill her! 
His stunned eyes met hers, and she 
knew what he was thinking. She reacted 
instinctively, moving backward again. 
But her heels caught on the platform’s 
planking, and she lost her balance. 

He never saw the train until it was 
upon her. It came from out of nowhere, 
streaking north with a tremendous rush 
of speed. Anna’s body seemed to hang in 
midair as the locomotive slammed into 
her. She disintegrated into a shower of 
blood, bone and tattered flesh. 

Bolt peered out the station door and 
looked toward the hotel. The Volvo was 
where he’d parked it earlier—about 50 
yards away. Fifty yards of open terrain. 
He was in a town inhabited by assassins, 
and there was a good chance snipers 
were in the buildings between the sta- 
tion and his rented car. It was a chance 
he’d have to take. 

He dashed out the door, crouching 
low and scurrying along the sidewalk 
toward the vehicle. So far, so good, he 
thought. When he reached the car, he 
heard the squeal of tires behind him. He 
turned and saw a black Saab skidding 
around a corner and roaring at him. A 
passenger in the front seat fired at Bolt, 
and his return volley cracked the Saab’s 
windshield. The attackers’ car veered 
sharply across the street and plowed into 
a storefront. The passenger crashed 

(continued on page 125) 


Few people think libraries 
are very —well— stimulating. 
But I found out differently! I 
attend a small college in 
Florida, and recently I had 
to go to the library to do 
some late-night research for 
a term paper. I learned a lot 
more than I expected... 

The place was practically 
deserted. At the card cata- 
log, I picked up the curious 
sensation that I was being 
watched. Sure enough, from 
behind the reserve desk the 
tawny-haired librarian was 
staring at me—well, not at 
me, actually. She appeared 
to be staring at my crotch! 

This really flipped me out. 
I’m in pretty good shape, 
and sometimes girls do take 
a look at me, but I never had 
one ogle my cock like this— 
especially a librarian. Before 
I knew it, she sauntered over 
to me. 

She was wearing a one- 
piece white suit with a zip- 
per that had slipped part 
way down the front, and 
black high-heeled boots that 
pushed the peach halves of 
her ass high. She asked if she 
could be of help, and I told 
her what I was looking for. 

“T think we’ve got just 
what you need downstairs— 
in the erotic-fiction section,” 
she said. As she led me to the 
basement, I was so busy 
admiring her cleavage that I 
almost stumbled and fell 
down the stairs! 

On the way, she said 
something like, “We don’t 
keep it on the main floor be- 
cause some people find eroti- 
cism—well, too hot to handle, you 
might say.” I tried to tell whether she 
meant to be as suggestive as she 
sounded. 

At last we came to a small sign that 
said, “EROTIC FICTION.” I saw books 
like Lady Chatterley’s Lover, Tropic of 
Cancer and The Story of O. As I was look- 
ing over her shoulder at the shelves, I 
decided to risk a move. I leaned forward 
to remove a book and eased my crotch 
against one of her ass cheeks. I hesitated 
an agonizing few seconds, then felt her 
ass muscles tighten as she nudged 
against me. 

Still holding myself against her, I took 
her face in my hands, tilted it toward me 
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and planted a kiss on her lips. Without 
breaking off the kiss, she spun around 
and put her arms behind my back. Our 
tongues probed deeply into each other’s 
mouths, and she started wildly undulat- 
ing her cunt against my cock while grab- 
bing my ass with both hands. 

I had the librarian’s zipper down to 
her navel in a flash. Her perfect tits 
plopped into my hands, and her round, 
pink nipples were hard and eager. She 
undid my pants, and they fell to my 
knees. My penis was so hard, it could 
have been a railroad spike jutting from 
between my legs. 

“Mmmmm,” she said, caressing it. 
Before I could sigh, she had my hot cock 


in her mouth. Anybody could 
have found us down there, 
but she didn’t seem con- 
cerned, working her tongue 
on my balls and dick like a 
feather duster. 

I started to look nervously 
down the length of the 
stacks. Suppose someone 
saw us? The thought excited 
me. The rush I felt grew 
even stronger, and my cock 
throbbed as it slid out of her 
mouth. 

The librarian stepped out 
of her clothes—she wasn’t 
wearing a bra or panties— 
and her body was just too 
inviting. She placed her legs 
in a wide stance with her 
back to me. She had kept her 
black boots on, making a 
stark contrast to the creamy 
whiteness of her buttocks. 

“Give it to me!” she 
moaned. “I want your cock 
up my ass.” 

I put my hands around 
her waist. With every slight 
move, her tits would wave in 
dual motion, swinging in 
midair. Her ass was round, 
and her thighs firm and 
tight. I let my right hand 
slide between her legs. Her 
pussy was wet and glistened 
with her juices. I couldn’t 
resist. I eased my rod into 
her honeypot. Aah, it was 
great—hot, tight, throbbing. 

““Oh,’’ she moaned, 
NO kas ME ke Wanted 
in the ass. Please, I need it 
in my asshole!”’ She took one 
of her high-heeled boots and 
ground it into the top of my 

foot to make her point. 
With her heel sending 
pain up my leg, I had to withdraw. My 
penis was hot and slick with her butter. 
Slowly I penetrated her tight bunghole. 
She gasped and almost collapsed, and I 
had to hold her up by the waist. Finally, 
I couldn’t stand it any longer. I started 

pumping into her like a maniac. 

Suddenly, two coeds—a tall brunette 
and a short blonde—started walking 
down the book-lined aisle toward us. 
We'd been discovered, but it was too 
late for my sperm to stop! I closed my 
eyes and came like a rocket. As my 
juices filled her bowels, the librarian let 
out a delighted squeal and came in three 
convulsive movements. She fell limply 
to the floor. 
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When I opened my eyes, she was smil- 
ing up at the tall brunette, who had 
beautiful Latin eyes and an olive com- 
plexion. Instead of turning away in hor- 
ror as I had expected, both girls were 
smiling! 

“Lola, who’s your friend?” the librari- 
an exclaimed, eyeing the short blonde 
lustfully. From the looks on their faces it 
was obvious that Lola and the librarian 
knew each other well. 

“This is my friend Kathy,” the Latin 
lovely said. “Is this a private party or 
can anybody join in?” 

“The more the merrier!” said the 
librarian, wetting her finger with her 
tongue. 

Lola smiled and gave me the eye. 
Kathy took the library books that she 
and Lola had been holding and placed 
them in the far corner. Then, to my 
amazement, they exchanged an eye sig- 
nal, and both of them started peeling off 
their clothes. They seemed to get a 
charge out of undressing in front of me. 
I must say, I liked it too. Kathy was 
about 18, and Lola was a little older— 
maybe 20. Their breasts bounced merri- 
ly as they pulled off their sweaters and 
dropped their jeans. 

Lola, who seemed to be the dominant 
partner in their relationship, slowly 
pulled down Kathy’s panties. Then she 
slid out of her own. The skin of their 
asses was just as smooth and creamy as 
the round mounds of their tits, and I felt 
my mouth watering! 

Lola had Kathy lie down flat on the 
floor and straddled her as easily as she 
might a favorite pony. The Latin girl 
bent down, and they began licking the 
insides of each other’s thighs. 

Soon Lola arched her back and 
sighed. Kathy fingered herself and 
moaned. While they worked at one an- 
other with concentrated fervor, I looked 
at the librarian, who was smiling and 
rubbing her own tits. I got hard again. 

When Lola and Kathy saw I had it up 
again, they stopped and slid across the 
floor to me. They quickly had me flat on 
my back. Lola got on her hands and 
knees, managed to swing my legs up 
over her shoulders one at a time, and 
spread them as wide as they would go. 
She started massaging my balls and 
tonguing the length of my cock. 

Kathy, the cute little blonde, put her 
knees on either side of my head and 
gently eased herself down onto my face. 
I gratefully licked her downy golden 
mound. I even managed to get one of my 
fingers up her ass. She moaned and 
rocked back and forth, and eventually 
gave a small squeal as she came with a 
lurch. She started to fall backward, com- 
pletely exhausted, but the librarian hur- 
ried over and seized her in a passionate 


kiss, gently pulling her up off my mouth 
and holding the weak-kneed Kathy in 
her arms. 

Lola was working the head of my 
prick as if it were a large lollipop, push- 
ing her mouth over the top slowly, keep- 
ing her lips taut and slick. Her long, 
black hair formed a tent over my cock. 
When she had it full in her mouth, she 
let her tongue flex back and forth on the 
aching underside; then she slowly with- 
drew, keeping her lips as tight as she 
could. My rod was so wet, it made a 
smacking sound as it plopped out of her 
mouth. But no sooner was it out than 
Lola was squeezing it back in—swollen, 
aching, burning. I didn’t think I could 
stand much more. My legs were still up 
on Lola’s shoulders, and the blood was 
rushing to my head, making me see 
stars. 

Meanwhile, cute little Kathy had re- 
vived and left the librarian’s embrace. 
Suddenly, I heard Lola give a suffocated 
moan, without ever removing her mouth 
from my cock. I lifted my head to get a 
better view of what was happening. 

Kathy had crawled up behind Lola 
and had started eating her cunt! I asked 
the librarian if she wanted me to eat her 
out, now that my mouth was free and 
she was unoccupied. She hurried over 
with a big smile, and the four of us got a 
love train going. 

The librarian squatted down, facing 
me, and sank her pussy onto my mouth. 
I plunged my tongue into her wet slit, 
flicking faster than I thought was possi- 
ble. I had the big toe of my right foot 
rubbing Kathy’s furry little blond 
mound while she was eating Lola’s 
pussy, and Kathy began rotating her 
pelvis in slow, pulsing thrusts. As for 
sultry Lola, she was still drawing out my 
cock to full measure with her hydrau- 
lic lips. 

Before long, the librarian came on my 
face. She screamed and dug her finger- 
nails into my shoulders. It was such a 
shock that I couldn’t hold my sperm 
back any longer, and I ejaculated like 
a fountain into Lola’s mouth. Kathy 
crawled forward between Lola’s legs and 
licked up the overflow that trickled 
down my tingling shaft. Between Lola 
and Kathy, my dick was quickly licked 
clean, while I sucked in the librarian’s 
warm, flowing juices. 

Finally, I closed my eyes and col- 
lapsed onto the floor. It was an incredi- 
ble experience—three lusty ladies and 
one lucky man, fucking and sucking 
in the basement of a college library! All 
of us were exhausted. The erotic-fiction 
section was certainly well named. When 
people say the library has a lot 
more to offer than just books, they’re not 
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This column’s purpose is to help you 
order by mail. We advise our readers 
on how to conduct business with 
mail-order firms and alert them to 
frauds, shady practices and faulty 
products. We also review mail-order 
sex products, including those adver- 
tised in HUSTLER, not to endorse 
them but to let you know what you’ll 
be getting for your money. Since we 
depend on you to help us keep the 
marketplace clean, please write to 
HUSTLER Mail-Order Feedback, 
2029 Century Park East, Suite 
3800, Los Angeles, CA 90067- 
3054, and alert us to any problems 
you have. We also suggest you com- 
plain about your mail-order problems 
to your local Better Business Bureau, 
state Attorney General’s office or the 
chief federal authority —the Consum- 
er Advocate Office, U.S. Postal Ser- 
vice, Washington, D.C. 20024. 


FUNNY GIRL 


Ever since I first ordered some adult 
material through the mail a few years 
ago, I’ve been getting fliers for other 
adult goods nearly every week. The 
other day I got a sheet advertising an 
8mm porn movie supposedly starring 
Barbra Streisand when she was 
younger. Now, I know Sylvester 
Stallone started out by making porn, 
but I never heard of Streisand being 
in loops until I got this ad. The film 
is pretty expensive; so I thought I'd 
check with you. —S. F. 

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


We’ve seen a copy of this film, 
which has been floating around in 
the porno underground for years. 
The print we screened wasn’t of 
the best quality. But the loop’s 
appeal is that it supposedly stars 
the famous singer-actress before 
she made it big. The question, of 
course, is whether the girl really is 
Barbra Streisand. 

Well, she definitely looks like a 
young Barbra. So for the purpose 
of fantasy, the film delivers. But 
we can’t tell you it’s her, because 
there’s no way to be sure. 

We can tell you that Streisand 
herself has publicly denied ever 
appearing in any porno loop. Be- 
sides saying the idea of her ap- 
pearing in a sex film is “‘pre- 


Edited by Jeffrey Ressner 


posterous,” she went as far as to 


offer “proof” that the girl in this 
particular film isn’t her. She says 
the girl is a lot chubbier than she 
was at that age. She also points 
out that during one sequence, 
when the camera zooms in on the 
star fingering a cock, her fingers 
are clearly short and_ stubby. 
Streisand contends her fingers are 
long and slender. 

Streisand righteously warns 
prospective buyers of this fuck 
film not to waste their money. 
We'll leave it to you, but be sure 
you deal with a legitimate outlet. 


DUMB DOPE 


Not long ago a friend of mine told me 
that the best way to pick up women in 
bars and lure them back to my apart- 
ment is by offering them cocaine. 
Now, I’m not into drugs, but I do like 
to fuck newfound girls; so I decided to 
buy some of the white powder and try 
my luck. When I talked to my friend, 
though, he said it cost about $120 for 
a gram, which is much too expensive 
for my limited budget. I was wonder- 
ing if any of those legal highs, like 
“Toot,” “Pseudo Caine” or “Pro 
Crystal,” have the same effect. A lot 
of these things are advertised as in- 
cense, but they seem to look just like 
coke. What is this stuff? —B.R. 

Fort Worth, Texas 


To tell you the truth, these pro- 
ducts aren’t very good incense or 
dope. Most brands of bogus co- 
caine are mixtures of a mild 
stimulant, such as caffeine, and a 
numbing agent, like procaine, 
that mimics some of real coke’s 
side effects. Those side effects 
would be a nasal ‘“‘freeze,”” and a 
brief “up” feeling caused by the 
stimulant. 

As with assorted sex pills and 
lotions, these items are essentially 
legal placebos—look-alike drugs 
that rely on the old principle of 
mind over matter. In the case of 
these pseudo-cocaine substances, 
there’s good evidence that the 
placebo effect can work. As 
reported in a recent issue of Scien- 
tific American, substances much 
like cocaine can cause similar 
experiences, because ‘‘certain 


kinds of drug-induced euphoria 
are generalized interpretations by 
the drug user.” 

In other words, since the fake 
cocaine produces effects close to 
those of the real high, your brain 
can trigger the same kind of psy- 
chological response, and you can 
feel almost the same kind of high. 

Still, you should keep in mind 
that many of the pseudo-cocaines 
sold through the mail are not the 
best things in the world for your 
nasal tract. In fact, High Times 
magazine calls the fake cokes 
“snot detergents,” because they 
usually leave you with a runny 
nose and irritated nostrils. We’ve 
never endorsed the use of poten- 
tially harmful drugs in the past, 
and we’re certainly not going to 
endorse cheap imitations, either. 

Your buddy may believe he 
needs bait to lure a woman home 
with him, but a healthy self-image 
and the power of positive think- 
ing will work best for you in the 
long run. 


VALENTINE LAY 


I'd like some information about a 
mail-order company called Valentine 
Products, Inc., which specializes in 
sex accessories like vibrators, dildoes, 
butt-plugs and body creams. Is it 
reputable? What’s its address, and 
how can I get one of its pamphlets? 
—WN. N. Sventley, 

Knoxville, Tennessee 


Valentine Products has long been 
a friend to HUSTLER’s readers 
and maintains a high standing on 
our list of dependable dealers. 
The items it carries are durable 
and relatively inexpensive, sent 
without much delay in a plain 
package so as not to arouse suspi- 
cion from nosy postal inspectors. 
The company has recently 
moved, however, and if you’re in- 
terested in getting in touch with 
it, you should make a note of the 
new address: 22 Commerce Road, 
P.O. Box 6200, Newtown, CT 
06470. (203-426-0400). The com- 
pany’s ‘‘bedside companion”’ 
catalog of erotic aids costs $2 by 


itself but comes free with any 
order. & 
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I'm just a small town chick trying 

to make it through some hard 
times, modeling for these pic- # 
tures and doing a few other © . 
things Mama wouldn't approve fa 
of. I'll pose for you in any position 

you like, dirty or clean. I'm only 

18, but you'd be surprised what § 

a girl can learn in the hayloft 
growin’ up! For a demonstration 

send me $3. I'll send you back 
some pictures my brother took 

and a personal note from me 


Send to: Denise McCall, P.O 
Bellaire, Ohio 


CANDID 
CHEERLEADERS 


_ |Unposed color shots 
of real cheerleaders 
' in action. 


Sample $1—Set $10 
Rex Dept.G4 

Box 29670, Denver, 
CO 80229 


RAW SEX 


We are the only uncensored 
Swingers magazine in the U.S. 
Each issue of The Sinners carries 
hundreds & hundreds of uncen- 
sored photographs & personal 
ads of our members throughout 
the U.S. Married and single gals, 
couples & guys who want to meet 
& swing with you “can be 
found in each ) issue. 
Send for FREE 4 
details & 


RIO-CAMINO CORP. e Dept. H & 
P.O. Box 3497 e Phila., Pa. 19122 


Name 


Address _ 


City __ 


Signature____ 
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SWINGING GIRLS, 
COUPLES, 
GUYS & BIS 


IN YOUR AREA 
WHO WANT TO MEET YOU 
NOW! 
PLUS PHONE NUMBERS 
AND ADDRESSES 


CALL NOW! 
1-618-874-1000 


P.O. BOX 525A 
ST. LOUIS, MO 63166 


ACCEPT 
SINGLES 


LIBERATED COUPLES 
SWINGING FEMALES 
SEXCITING SWING CLUBS 


CALL 
312-262-9801 


OR WRITE: Melinda BOX 345 , 
KENILWORTH, IL 60043 


so bad that all 113 pounds 
=1of me cries out to be 
crammed full of your love. 
“Are you man enough for 
me? If you think so, I'll 
send you 8 photos of me 


nude, posed just the way 
you'd want me. Please 
Jenclose $3 to cover the 
Ree Please hurry! 
DEBBIE GREENE, 
P.O. Box 483- N34 
Bridgeport, Ohio 43912 
(P.S. I’m not a pro, but a 
jreal small town girl with 
)an itch for the big time.) 


SUZVS LUST LINE 


Hi, ’'m Suzi. 


I would love to share my 


Wildest Fantasies with You. 
CALL ME NOW 


Pin sure we can satisfy cach other 


(21 ->) G5G- 9970 


Send Your Special Someone an Original 


sperm bank 


The Thought That Keeps Reproducing Joys and Memories. 


Order this special thought by sending $10.95 in check or 


This Fuzzy Fella 
is sent with your 
personal greeting waiting 
inside to delight the 
object of your affections. 
Don't wait for a special 
occasion to say whatever 
comes to mind — tell us 
in 10 words or less and 
we'll put the speed in the 
sperm and deliver your 
message. Our fuzzy little 
sperm covers a plastic 
bank to hold any little 
treasures or whatever's 
your pleasures. 


money order to: DICKY DUDS LTD., P.O. Box 2246, 


Southfield, Michigan 48037 
YOUR MESSAGE: 


SEND TO: 
NAME. 


ADDRESS 
CITY__ 
FROM _ 


STATE 


MICHIGAN RESIDENTS ADD 4% SALES TAX. ALLOW 3-4 WEEKS FOR DELIVERY 
POSTAGE HAS BEEN THOUGHTFULLY PREPAID SO YOU CAN START MAKING THOSE DEPOSITS WITHOUT FURTHER WITHDRAWAL 


AN ORIGINAL DICKY DUDS GIFT AND GREETING IN ONE 
© 1982 DICKY DUDS LTD. H-7 


HOT PHONE SEX 


GET OFF OVER THE PHONE 
CALL OUR SEXY LADIES 
OR HAVE THEM CALL YOU 
EXCITING BOOK OF SEXY PHOTOS 


CALL NOW! 
1-618-875-6000 


P.O. BOX 513A ST. LOUIS, MO 63166 


| 
saan eae nee 


‘SMALL PENIS?’ 


IERECTION PROBLEMS?! 


; LINGA-100 is the pure, natural laboratory blend designed to | 
actually enlarge the penis and induce & maintain multiple. long 
term erectic LINGA-100 allows a more intense. deeply satis- 
fying male climax while developing sexual power, physical 

I: strength and mental alertness. LINGA- 100 was developed by top 
Swiss scientists involved in natural sex hormone research 
Thousands of European men have experi enced dramatic results 1 

|! overcome. Increases g f one-to-two 
i not uncommon, LINGA-100 is perfect fo Ider man’s 

problems. Studies reveal women definitely cons he penis as I 

| the real measure of the man. Let LINGA-100 increase your | 

i sexual power and size. Only $8.95 postpaid. Order now! 


SWISS LABORATORIES 
ept. 144 


‘LEGAL BODY 
STIMULANTS 


Limited supply only - will be introducing a new 
product line. Call for more information. 


BIG BLACK CAPSULES # MOL-E 

DEX © 355 @ 335 © 127 © 18658 

LITTLE BLACK CAPSULES © 18789 

18985 © 18845 © 8858 * RUS 

BIG YELLOW CAPSULES ® RJ8 @ RVJ 

LITTLE YELLOW CAPSULES ¢ 18985 © 18906 ¢ RUS 
BLUE CLEAR CAPSULES 127 

GREEN CLEAR CAPSULES 127 

WHITE CLEAR CAPSULES 127 

BROWN CLEAR CAPSULES 127 

LITTLE PINK CAPSULES 97209-63 

PINK OBLONG TABLETS 

PINK HEART TABLETS 

WHITE W/BLUE & RED SPECKLED TABLETS 2020 
WHITE W/GREEN SPECKLED TABLETS 

WHITE W/BLUE SPECKLED TABLETS 

BLUE W/BLUE SPECKLED TABLETS 

ROUND ORANGE TABLETS BT-72 

MINI WHITE AND YELLOW CROSSES 

MAXI WHITE CROSSES 
VITAMINS AVAILABLE ALSO. 
Call To Order Or Stop In. Orders Sent Within 48 Hours C.0.D.-U.P.S 

THOUSAND CONTAINERS 
1,000 to 9,000 capsules $60.00 per 1,000 
1,000 to 9,000 tablets . . $45.00 per 1,000 
Over 10,000 caps or tabs... . . . . $10.00 less per 1,000 
HUNDRED CONTAINERS 
100 to 900 capsules . $15.00 per 100 
100 to 900 tablets . . . $10.00 per 100 
Cost is $5.00 extra per thousand if packed in hundred containers 
Discounts For Volume Buyers 


’ PERRY'S DISTRIBUTORS IN 
RONKONKOMA, N.Y. 11779 
(516) 585-8000 
CONTAINS Caffeine, Anhydrous, Phenylpropanolomine 
HCL, Ephedrine Sulfate. PRICES SUBJECT TO CHANGE! 


“I want you inside me!’ [f you've seen any of her 
classic X-Rated films, you'll never forget her soft 
blonde hair and full, round breasts! Seka, the m 


beautiful X-Rated star ever, has seduced mil. 
icture screens of the world 
take her to bed with you “in 


the motion r 


Valentine Products, Inc., P.O. Box 214, Mt. Morris, IL 61054 Dept 10261 


Enclosed is my check, money order or charge info for the items circled below. I have added 
$1.95 for postage and handling (CT residents add sales tax). My order will arrive discreetly 
packaged and I may return it within 14 days for a refund if not totally satisfied. 

*Code 00869 $39.95 *Code 03921 $9.95 *Code 00950 $9.95 *Code 02535 $7.95 
Canadian residents! Products with an (*) are available to you from T.L.C. Marketing, Inc., 
P.O. Box 722, Niagara Falls, Ont. LZE6V5. Please add 25% to prices shown for duty, taxes 
and exchange. All orders shipped from within Canada. 


Name 
Signature (I am over 18 years of age 
Address 


City State 


| O Bank Americard (VISA) © MasterCard Interbank No. 
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PHONE CLUB 


Get Off 
Over The Phone 


Call our sexy ladies, 
or have them call you 
BOTH ways will satisfy you 


CALL NOW 
1-618-345-8550 


BE SEDUCED 
BY PHONE! 


Hot, horny ladies want to 
speak with you right now! 


L: (212) 426-6600 F 


» MCIVISA Only 


Z 
3 
a 
2 
in 
24 hours > 


BEST BY MAI 


For Rates: Write National, Box 5, Sarasota, Fl. 33578 


*BE A RENT-A-Date Girl! Anonymously-Everywhere! 

Earn! Call (refundable) *Hotline: (212) 591-2760, (212) 

969-8752, (212) 359-6273, (212) 461-2421 Now! Or, send 

profile & phone # to, Hotline, POB 176, Fresh Meadows, 

N.Y. 11365 

*RENT A Date! Everywhere America! Your Lovestyle! 

(Deductable) *Hotline (212) 969-8752, (212) 591-2760, (212) 

359-6273, (212) 461-2421 - or - for call-back, send time, 

phone number, age, height, $3 to: Hotline, POB 176, 

Fresh Meadows, N.Y. 11365 

FIREWORKS! Giant color catalog, $2.00. Refundable, 

Fireworks Unlimited, Deerfield, Oh. 44411 
PERSONAL-MISCELLANEOUS 

MEET sexy girls. Warnberg, 210 5th Ave., Suite 1102, 

New York, N.Y. 10010 

NEW FRIENDS today! Cross-country contacts! Diane 


Girard, (312) 761-7132. 


MEET nice single girls who Go All The Way! Tracy, 
(312) 262-9800, Box 405(LA), Wilmette, II. 60091 


HORNY? I'll help! Please write: Connie, Box 6946(H), 
Chicago, Ii. 60680-6946 

BEAUTIFUL Girls, all continents, want correspondence, 
friendship, marriage. Details free! Hermes-Verlag, 
Box 110660/H, Berlin 11, West Germany 


VARIOUS sex services. Catalog, SASE. Personal En- 
counters, Box 33114, Cleveland, Oh. 44133 
NUDIST Camps. 237 names, addresses. Free trial 
visits. Clothing, cameras allowed. Three dollars. Return 
mail! Sunfun, Box 351, Westmont, ||. 60559 


JAPANESE Girls Make wonderful wives. Let us intro- 
duce you to an unspoiled Oriental Beauty. $2.00 brings 
Photos, descriptions, application. Japan International, 
Box 156(HU), Carnelian Bay, Ca. 95711 


LONELY? Descriptions, photographs. Men, women. 
$2.00 Postpaid. Ladysmith, Box 5686(HU), Lighthouse 
Point, Fl. 33064 

5000 LOVE Hungry Females. Telephone Numbers, 
names. Young, beautiful. All USA 50 states. 30 day 
money back guarantee. No pros. Send $20.00. Dial-A- 
Mate Club (Founded 1972), Dept. C, 251 N.E. 166 St., 
Miami, Fl. 33162 

BEAUTIFUL MEXICAN girls! 
information free. Latins, Box 1716(HS), 
Ca. 92012 

SWINGERS’ listing nationwide. Free details. Ladies 
who send personal ad and photo receive free member- 
ship. R. B. Enterprise, Box 2618, East St. Louis, Il. 62202 


JAPANESE beauties seek boyfriends! Inter-Pacific, 
Box 304(HU), Birmingham, Mi. 48012 


PRETTY girls will write you. Sample photo. Joni’s, 
Box 20809(N), Atlanta, Ga. 3032000 
SWINGERS - Sensual, sophisticated Couples-Singles. 
Discreet personal introductions. Plamates, Box 3355, 
York, Pa. 17402. 1-717-848-1408. oni 

EXOTIC Asian Girls — individual introductions. Infor- 
mation, photos $2.00. Equator, Box 570311(T6), Miami, 
Fl. 33157 


Introductions! Photos, 
Chula Vista, 


1 SUPER STUD —It thrusts in 
and out, vibrate 1 probes 
every inch of an ited and 
satisfied vagina! A full 8 
inches of throbbing pleasure! 
CODE 04572 $24.95 


2 BUTT PLUG—A full 

5%" x 1%" of anal satisfaction 
that will have them coming 
back for more of that really 
filled-up feeling they all want! 
CODE 06460 $12.95 


3 TRIPLE RIPPLE —Just plug 
this three-ndged dildo into 
your woman and give her the 
feeling of being opened up to 
you as never before! 

CODE 00646 $16.95 


4 GOLDFINGER —This ele- 
gant Ebony and Gold-Tone 
Vibrator makes any woman 
feel like a princess when she 
lets its variable throbs light 
her fire! CODE 07138 $8.95 


5 ANDROS“"It's finally here! 
A man's cologne and after- 
shave that contains the ingre- 
dient that makes women want 
to fuck you on the spot! 
CODE 00471 (2 oz.) $9.95 
CODE 00547 (4 oz.) $16.95 


6 CARESS—1t teels soft to the 
touch, vibrates from slow to 
fast, has hundreds of little 
love bumps and bends to fit 
any hungry vagina! 

CODE 04879 $9.95 


7 FILL ’ER UP—If size is her 
thing, this 2" thick vibe is sure 
to give her some eye-water- 
ing thrills and jar her clit with 
the base too! 

CODE 05199 $14.95 


8 SILVER BULLET —Not the 
Lone Ranger's idea but a 
great hero to all women! 
Beautiful to look at and a real 
delight as it vibrates too! 
CODE 08581 $9.95 


9 CONSTANT POWER 
EJACULATOR—The perfect 
masturbation device. It plugs 
in,and can stroke, vibrate and 
actually feel as good as the 
real thing without having to 
beg! CODE 01321 $19.95 


10 TORMENTOR — Goes in 
real easy, then thickens and 
finally gives her the full 
pussy, total clitoris satisfaction 
she’s always craved for! 
CODE 04945 $19.95 


11 BIG BROTHER —Give her 
10" of thick, vibrating 
penetration and she'll never 
know what hit her. Show her 
what a deep orgasm feels 
like and watch her love tt! 
CODE 03707 $9.95 


ANAL 
—Shove this up her ass, turn 
on the juice and teach her 
how to enjoy the pleasures of 
“rear-dooring'' so she learns 
what it can do! 
CODE 07344 $19.95 


13 LUSTFINGERS—Perfect 
for either vibrator or the 
human touch of gentle 
fingers, these softly spiny 
ticklers get to the heart of her 
orgasms! CODE 05231 $5.95 


...An Invitation To The Sexual Adventure Of Your Life! 


14 STA-HARD —Keep it up 
longer than ever with this 
magic cream that lets you 
give her more of what she 
loves than she ever got 
before! CODE 08409 $4.95 


15 LONG TIME —Lasting 
Power to Please Every 
woman you'l! ever fuck 

and it's tasteless and odorless 
too! Ye oz. CODE 03574 $4.95 
1% oz. CODE 03657 $7.95 


16 DELUXE EJACULATOR 
The perfect masturbation 
device. It strokes, vibrates 
and actually has a special 
bulb that squeezes your cock 
as you come! 


CODE 01610 $29.95 


17 MARILYN CHAMBERS’ 

LOVE OIL —If massage 1s her 

thing or yours, try Marilyn's 

special ingredient love oil to 

get your lover in a very hot 

mood! CODE 00281 (4 oz.) 
Te cae 00299 (8 oz.) 


18 LONG JOHN —It's blunt, 
thick and a full throbbing 7" 
of ivory pleasure from the 
moment you ram it home until 
she screams in orgasmic 
delight! CODE 02899 $6.95 - 


19 MOTION LOTION —It 
gets hot when you blow on it 
so you get hard and it lets you 
slip in and out with juicy ease 
for as long as you like! 

CODE 07856 $4.95 


20 CLIT STUD —Set every 
part of her pussy afire with 
sexy tingling as this stimulator 
that slips over your cock hits 
every part of her that needs 
it! CODE 07757 $6.95 


21 SUPER DONG—It'sa 
giant, life-like ebony weapon 
she'll love ramming deep 
inside her hungry pussy 
again and again until she's 
exhausted with pleasure! 
CODE 01644 $10.95 


22 MAXIMUS — You can call 
it THE BIG MAN'S CREAM 
because that's what the 
magical capsicum does for a 
lazy cock that needs a little 
inspiration! CODE 08573 $5.95 


23 MR. ns ERECTION 


action’’ before 


CODE 03954 $8.95 


24 GO-GO TABLETS —Need 
a little extra energy for those 
wonderful ‘Marathon Ses: 
sions’ you both love so 
much? Go to it with Go-Go 
Tabs and see! 

CODE 08326 $5.95 


25 ANAL LUBE —If you're a 
back-door fan (giving or 

taking), here's the ideal way 
to gently ease your entry for 
the novice or the expert anal 


lover! CODE 00455 $5.95 


26 GIRL’S BEST FRIEND 
A special weight ir 
her “roc fi 
until the ‘Ben Wa” eff 
makes her come her brains 


out! CODE 05017 $6.95 


nside lets 


27 TICKLER KIT—Show her 
something new in the way of 
vaginal sensations with these 
three unusual ‘French 
Ticklers’' that are washable! 
CODE 05082 $19.95 


28 ANAL ORGASMIC 
BALLS—Shove these into her 
(or your) ass and just when 
you start to come, yank them 
out, pop-pop-pop-pop for 
ultimate orgasms! 


CODE 03616 $13.95 


29 KNOCK-OUT PILLS 
This spurious product will 
help you get a gir! to do 
what she knows she wants 
to do! 


CODE 05207 $5.95 


overtime © ig 


30 HYPNOTIC PILLS—These 
spurious pills can help you 
both “hypnotize” one another 
into doing to each other and 
some friends exactly what 
you want! 

CODE 05041 $5.95 


31 HOT VIBRATING BEN 
WA EGG —Piug it into pussy 
or ass, turn on the HOT EGG, 
dial the vibrations you want 
and watch the orgasms of her 


life! CODE 03202 $14.95 


Valentine Products, Inc. Dept MP555 
P.O. Box 214, Mt. Morris, IL 61054 

] Please send me the items | have circled. Enclosed is Code Price 
my payment which includes $1.95 p&h for each item art 04572 $24.95 
(CT residents please add sales tax | prefer not to order 06460 12.95 
| now. Enclosed find $2. Please send me your new catalog Subtotal aaee ies 
00471 9.95 
Name 00547 16.95 
| ame 3 Ae 
Signature (| am over 18 years of age) item 08581 9.95 
“. ras Cots PaH oe 19.95 
4945 19.95 
] Address _ 3 = iE PES 03707 9.95 
07344 19.95 
City State Zip Grand Total 08409 4.95 
| = | Sf Sra mE ae 03574 4.95 
OO) BankAmericard (Visa) () Master Charge Interbank No Mo. Yr. 03657 7.95 


(SRSA MARAE SRE SIRT ages ae ee 
SE GSE a ar Es 


Code Price Code Price 
02899 $ 6.95 07427 $ 3.95 
07856 «44.95 03871 6.95 
07757) 4.95 01743 «44.95 
01644 10.95 04960 12.95 
08573 «5.95 07989 12.95 
06023 8.95 07005 4.95 
08326 5.95 06924 4.95 
05017 6.95 06841 4.95 | 
05082 19.95 07187 4.95 
03616 13.95 05231 5.95 
05207 5.95 04036 8.95 
05041 5.95 08730 3.95 
03202 14.95 02410 495 
09076 5.95 06445 29.95 
06957 4.95 00950 9.95 | 
07823 19.95 00455 5.95 
03954 8.95 00562 5.95 
08656 3.95 01420 9.95 
08003 4.95 80051 7.95 


32 FEMALE BLISS CREME 

Tired, worn-out pussy from 
fucking? 
= and get be 
more with this soothing pussy 
cream! CODE 09076 $5.95 


33 STIMULA CONDOMS 
These condoms are the very 
best you'll ever find. Deluxe 
in texture and stimulation for 
the woman's and your 
pleasure! 


CODE 06987 12 for $4.95 


34 HOME ENTERTAIN- 
MENT CENTER —The Vibril- 
lator for Clit or Ass, The 
Oriental Egg for Vaginal Joy 
and Penisator for Penis 
Power in One Kit! 

CODE 07823 $19.95 

35 ERECTION LOTION 
Get it on with any woman with 
greater ease and speed just 
by applying this roll-on 
inspiration lotion to the head 
and shaft! CODE 03954 $8.95 


36 INSTANT FIRMING OIL 
—Just what the doctor 
ordered for a tired or 
uninspired penis. It gets your 
cock hot to trot so she gets all 
the poking she needs! 

CODE 08656 $3.95 


37 MR. STIFF —A little 

help from your friend, Mr 
Stiff, and they'll be lining 

up at the door to your pad! 
CODE 08003 (% oz.) $4.95 
CODE 80051 (1% 02z.) $7.95 


38 EYELASH RING —Looks 


hike an eyelash but once tt's 


with desire 


CODE 07427 $3.95 


ver 
CODE 03871 $6.95 


40 COCK CAGE —Not only 
does this amazing prosthetic 
device help you maintain an 
erection but the special 
ridges give her vagina a real 
stroking! CODE 01743 $4.95 


41 JONI’S BUTTERFLY —She 
straps it onto her pussy under 
her clothes and turns on the 
vibrations for orgasm after 
secret orgasm and total 
pleasure! CODE 04960 $12.95 


42 THE ARAB STRAP —This 
one will make them crazy just 
looking at it but it holds your 
cock out, keeps it thick and 
the rings feel just fantastic too! 
CODE 07989 $12.95 


43 ORAL LOVE DROPS 

The perfect taste-treat for oral 
lovers! 

CODE 07005; Pina Colado 
CODE 06924; Chocolate 
CODE 06841; Strawberry 
CODE 07187 Banana 

JUST $4.95 each 


44 STUD DETAINING 
SPRAY —She'll be begging 
you to stop when you spray 
this “prolonging” ingredient 
on your penis and give her 
more of sex! CODE 01420 $9.95 
45 PROLONG SPRAY —Ever 
need just a little more time for 
her to come? Hit your stiff 
dick with this spray and it'll 
do just the thing she needs! 
CODE 04036 $8.95 

46 ENERGIZED TIME 
RELEASE CAPSULES —Just 
what you need when the spirit 
is willing but the flesh is 
weak! Gets-you on the move 
and keeps you there! CODE 
08730 $3.95 


47 JOY JELLY —This 
Pineapple flavored gel is 
exactly what you need for 
oral, vaginal or anal 
pleasuring penetration that 
feels so juicy and joyous 


CODE 02410 $4.95 © 


LOLITA DOLL —-The 

perfect sex partner, she takes 
itin her mouth, her pussy, or 
her ass with no questio! 
asked ever...and she's life- 
like in size and looks except 
she doesn't 
ever have a 
headache! 
LOLITA DOLL © 
CODE 06445 
$29.95 
OPTIONAL 
VIBRATING 
PUSSY 
CODE 
00950 


$9.95 


(2 Senionns 


“TI 
VJ 
Mm 
mM 


NEW YORK’S K 
SEXY PHONE AFFAIRS 


My sexy friends and | want to make love to you 
over the phone and share your wildest fantasies 
For an unforgettable experience, 
call now and let's turn each other on! 


of 
41-0216 

g 

id 


(7TNSIA SIP SSIPZSS 


MC/VISA only/24 hours 
IASI SSIARIZEA SST) 


GET OFF OVER THE PHONE 
Call Our Sexy Ladies or 
Have Them Call You! 


Call now 1-901-452-5786 


fh 
mM 


TO MAMMOTH DIMENSIONS! 
Finally. . .the MAXUM Il SYSTEM, a vacuum device that 
will enlarge your penis to absolute maximum size. It will 
give you erections that are harder, stiffer, bigger, thicker 
and longer lasting. It will also increase your control over 
premature ejaculation. Don’t be fooled by cheap, break- 
able imitations. This is the original $30 vacuum model— 
now available at our low price 


Send: $9.95 to: MAXUM Dept. HU3 
7313 Melrose Ave. Los Angeles, Ca. 90046 


Please Call Me So! Have Someone To Share My 
Sexual Fantasies With Via Telephone 


Call (415) 931-4200 


VISA & MASTERCARD 


Fic 


KODAK SAFETY 
8 6-6 és 


NO PROJECTOR? 


Try our convertible 
8mm / Super 8 


200ft. 


FILM VIEWER 
ONLY $12.95 


with the purchase 
of any film 


VIEWER ALONE ... $19.95 


FEATURES: Capable of viewing any film up to 
200 ft. © Simple to operate with 2 small bat- 
teries ¢ Threads in seconds © Large clear col- 
or or B&W image © Adjustable focus © Stop 
action on any frame © Portable * Guaranteed 


C) Viewer with film $12.95 
© Viewer alone $19.95 


SPECIAL 200 FT. FILM OFFER! 


8 HARDCORE COLOR FILMS FEATURING A 
POTPOURRI OF PORNO SUPERSTARS! 


See the EXPERTS of HARDCORE PORN — on film. All the humping and 
sucking, reaming and ramming and big wet endings being done by the 
HOTTEST PORNO SUPERSTARS in the country. Watch your favorites 
‘'BIG"' John Holmes, Candy Samples, Serena, Johnny (Green Door) Keyes, 
Bobbi Hall, Uschi Digart.and more. No limp cocks, fake climaxes or covered 
up blow jobs in these 8 ROCK HARD SIZZLING COLOR FILMS — and at 
prices that can't be beat! 
) SHE ATE THE WHOLE THING. That's right! John Holmes’ 14 inch cock buried 
to the hilt in luscious Val's mouth. She's the only woman ever to completely ‘‘deep 
throat’’ big John! A history making film! 


}] HARD CANDY, HARD COCK. See big John Holmes sock it to mammoth (46DD) Can- 
dy Samples. Plenty of 69ing, ass and tit fucking with sperm-dripping climax. Here's 
Candy Samples in a RARE hardcore film! 


) CUM TOGETHER. Johnny Keyes hustles Candy and Uschi, and he shows them some 
“Black Magic’’ with his big black wand. This flick has it all: hard fucking, lezzie 
sucking, ass reaming and the best tit-fucking you've ever seen 


) OLD KING COCK and the Tit Queens. Featuring Keli, 42DD, Uschi, 42DD, and 
blockbuster Kitten Natividad 46DD. John Holmes sucks every tit, eats every snatch 
— stopping only when all three girls suck his gigantic cock high and dry. What a 
way to cum! 


) FRINGE BENEFITS. Candy and Uschi do secretarial work for Johnny Keyes. The pay 
is good, but the benefits are better. See his giant black rod plug every hole ‘‘mother 
nature’’ has invented. DICKTATION was never like this! 


) LONG DISTANCE COCK. John Holmes repairs Bobbi and Serena's telephone. They 
go wild over his 14’' screwdriver. See this 3-way connection with a 3-way wet 
Climax as John’s massive cock get short circuited! 


) ESCORT SERVICE. Johnny Wadd, a sailor on leave is looking for action and takes on 
three hookers from an escort service. He's determined to satisfy them all and he 
does! It’s fucking, sucking and doggie style at it's best! 


] ALL DAY SUCKER. John Holmes and porno superstar Serena, hump and suck their 
way to a boiling climax. See John's ‘‘love muscle’’ get a real workout in this pussy- 
splitting sizzler! 

NOTE: All film reels will contain approximately 190 ft. of film 


FILM PRICES: 
ANY ONE FILM . . . ONLY $9.95 
ANY THREE FILMS . . . ONLY $24.95 


OR GET 
ALL EIGHT FILMS . . . ONLY $39.95 
plus absolutely FREE, 
a $12.95 hardcore color magazine. 


On this offer all film available in Regular 8mm color only 


USE ENTIRE AD AS YOUR ORDER FORM 


send to: DUNHALL PRODUCTIONS Dept. 1017 
7313 Melrose Ave., Los Angeles, Ca. 90046 


Gentlemen: RUSH me the film(s) indicated. | enclose $__ 
as PAYMENT IN FULL 


Sorry! No C.0.D.s at these low prices 


NOTE! Please add $2 extra per order to cover postage & handling. 


NAME (print) 


ADDRESS 


CITY STATE ZIP. 
Calif. res. add 6% sales tax. Use Zip code 


in COLOR FILMS! 


GOT MORE THAN 100 DIFFERENT FILMS 
FOR SALE! 


ez, @ All Films in Full-Color! 
cy ° Yer © All Films 150 ft. or More! 
WR Ave @ All Films are Hot & Hard! ea 


eas ... we’re offering a GENUINE SALE on films... fuck in Quantity 
and suck films, like you’ve never imagined! These are NOT rejects, 
these are NOT ‘returns’, these are NOT ‘old flicks’... they are BRAND 
NEW FILMS, in their original boxes, and SOME HAVE NEVER- 
BEFORE-BEEN-OFFERED that we were lucky enough to get a buy on!! 
THIS IS A SALE WITH PERSONAL SERVICE! 
Here’s all you have to do... Just tell us how you like your sexual excite- 
ment... whether you like mass orgies, or 1-boy, 1-girl or 2-boys, 1-girl, or 2-girls, 
1-boy, or lesbians, or... whatever... and we'll PERSONALLY see to it that you 
receive the kind of films you desire. However, keep in mind that our supply is 
limited —so, we Suggest you give us some alternate subjects to select from. Despite 
our rock-bottom prices, this group of films are not 25 ft. or 50 ft. feels—but 200 ft. 
reels with at least 150 ft. of sex-packed color on each reel. 
AN EXAMPLE OF THE MORE THAN 100 COLOR FILMS WE HAVE IN STOCK... 


MIDNIGHT ANAL HORNY YOUNG NYMPHET GOOD BAD GIRLS 
OBSCENE CALL HOT HUNGER MR 12% 

FUCK SHOP SERENA’S ANAL LUST ANAL ECSTASY 

CRAZY STUD JUICY GROUP INTERRACIAL ANAL LUST 
THREE ON A MATTRESS ONE COCK FOR TWO SEKA PLUS TWO 
SERENA'S ORGY MYSTERIOUS LADY SAN FRANCISCO HUSTLE 
THUNDERHOLE CUMMER _LICKETY SPLIT 

TASTE ME 

PHOTO FINISH and dozens more! 


ALL FILMS ARE IN STOCK NOW SO WE'LL EVEN SHIP YOUR ORDER IMMEDIATELY! 
NOW JUST CHECK THESE PRICES! 
2 FILMS for $24¢3 FILMS for $33¢6 FILMS for $54¢12 FILMS for $72 


(only $12 ea.) (only $11 ea.) (only $9 ea.) (only $6 ea.) 
all films at least 150 ft. color © available in super 8 or regular 8mm coon cr “ORDER FORM 
DON'T MISS OUT ON THIS OFFER! ) PHIL'S FILMS Dept, 1017 
7313 Melrose Ave. Los Angeles, Ca 90046 
200 t-. Fim viewer | 
| Gentlemen: Please RUSH me the item(s) | have in- 
" CONVERTIBLE! views super or regular 8mme100% GUARANTEED! dicated. | have enclosed $ : 
CHECK THESE FEATURES: Canadian orders payable in U.S. funds. 
© Each viewer takes 8mm AND ® Precision, no-skip shutter. 
S ¢ Simple 15 d thread- ) Cash [()Check (CIM.O. 
h zeniies only 2 small penlite rely H See (] Ship COD. | enclose $3 extra to cover postage & 
5 batteries. * Handy ON/OFF thumb- | handling only. 
. ag any length film up om. ‘i er | FILMS: 
* Stops action on rame zed ; 
° pdstable focus eyepiece. | * None simpler or sturdier. Z tie . oe LJ o ee 3 be 
the viewer with check your preference: () Super 8 O Regular 8mm 
purchase of any film only $14.95 OR | My interests are: () Boy-Girl OOrgies 0 Girl-Girl 
: : : Oral (1 Anal 0 Oth if 
order 12 films and the viewer is yours for only $7.95 (Oral Cl Anal 0 Other (specity) 
the viewer alone .. . $24.95 | 
eae ee VIEWER: 
M N E ra B ba / | (with any order $14.95 C] with 12 films $7.95 
x l alone $24.95 
MAGAZINES: 
oe YOU CAN SAVE UP TO 80% | 1@ $4 3 @ $10 6 @ $16 10 @ $20 
COLOR CRAMMED magazines (foreign & ‘ 
domestic) that ynchide Bent A fucking, | Add $2 extra for postage & handling on all orders. 
sucking, orgies, tender young virgins, 
ied a - ey en Here's your | 
. chance to obtain , quality magazines ; 
ts at souaard of prices. | NAME (print) 
LIMITED SUPPLY! | | ADDRESS 
1for$4 e¢ 3 for $10 
6 for $16 © 10 for $20 | 2 ee il ZIP 


Calif. residents add 6% sales tax * Use ZIP code 


CHARGE IT! 


with 


Passport 


EXCITING NEW 
Charge and Membership 
CARD 


Now You Can SAVE 
On All Fantasy Calls 

With INGA ’s 

EROTIC EAR SEX. 


Use Your 
PASSPORT CHARGE CARD 


ORDER TODAY: 
Name 


Address 


City State 


Zip Phone (__) 
Area Code 
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I Send one-time fee of $75.00 plus ( 
| application request. Any application not | 
accepted, membership fee shall be 

I refunded. Only 12.9% interest per ! 
} annum. Discreet, easy monthly billing. l 
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I I 
I j 
I I 
| | 
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Call or Mail: 
PASSPORT 213 — 884-5298 
15445 Ventura Blvd., Suite 1084 
Sherman Oaks, CA 91343 
Call Inga & Her Friends 


for 


EROTIC EAR SEX 


Release Your Mind & Body 
To The Ultimate Fantasy 
of Lusty Ladies 
Ready To 
Climax & Satisfy You 
On The Phone. 
Call Now. 


Passport 


| 884-9592 
| 


| Visa/MC Only 
"hae 24 Hours 
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Swing Line 
GET OFF 
OVER THE PHONE 


You will get: LIVE Sex talk with 


Candy and her sexy friends 
as often as you like, 
42-page book of revealing photos, 
New and LIVE numbers monthly. 


CALL NOW 
1-618-332-6400 


P.O. BOX 1660 CAHOKIA, IL 62206 


Chicago, Illinois 60680 


ONLY $14.95 


DO YOU WANT TO 


ENLARGE 
your PENIS? 


Designed to lengthen and thicken the male 
member to its largest possible size. What's 
your potential — 7, 8, 9, or even 12 inches? 
Your potential is in you right now. You just 
have to bring it out with proper exercise. Our 
Penis exercise pump has been on the market 
many years. More than half a million sold! Get 
yours today and see for yourself. 
Standard oe (shown) ... 
Sauna Model $24.95 
FREE PENIS ENLARGEMENT BOOK WITH 
SAUNA MODE 


; ae 95 


LOVE, 
MARRIAGE, 


& $SSS 


312-262-6900 
Call or write: Jean 
P.O. Box 300, Kenilworth, 
IHinois 60043 


(id 


Vv 


\\ £7 FN 


\A SS FFF NN 
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FETISH & FANTASY 


Phone Service 


Serve a beautiful, 
aggressive, demanding 
woman and have your 
Bondage, Discipline, 
TV, Humiliation fan- 
tasies fulfilled by 
phone. 


4 
ALL DAY DELIGHT ¢ 
New rubber PLEASURE (cock) RING 


Feel it lovingly caress and stimulate all & 
day. Wear it to bed and let your partner 
experience a new and larger you. Inten- 
sify your erection and orgasam while 
multiplying the pleasure level of your 
Partner. 


penis just behind the head. Sizes are 1”, 


1%”, 1¥2” and 2”. 


SEND JUST 
$3.00 CASH or MONEY ORDER 


B&K INDUSTRIES 


P.O. BOX 121231, ARLINGTON, TX 76010 


) 

, 

When ordering measure diameter of your 4 
) 

lA 
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Send Your 
Special Someone A 


Dicky Dud-O-Gram 


A great way to say how much you 
care. Just select a style or send us 
your message in 10 words or less 
and we'll decorate your Dicky 
Dud to make your message come 
alive. From Dicky Duds Ltd, the 
company that gives you the gift and 
greeting in one. 
] Style A: You Tickle My Fantasy 
—! Style B: I'd like to be the belle of your balls 
My Message — s 
When ordering, include his name and 
address, sender’s name and $9.95 in check 
or money order to: 

Dicky Duds Ltd. 

P.O. Box 2246 
Southfield, MI 48037 


Postage and Handling are prepaid, to put the fire in your 
wire. Michigan residents add 4% sales tax. Allow 2-3 weeks 
for delivery 


© 1982 DICKY DUDS LTD. H-7 


YOU'VE NEVER SEEN OR ‘FELT’ ANYTHING LIKE THIS...! 


DOLE site's 


WE CALL HER ANGIE. BUT YOU'LL CALL 
HER THE MOST SATISFYING PARTNER 
VOU'VE EVER IMAGINED! 


DEEP THROAT SHE’S PERFECT... 


To love you in that special 


er ‘ L 
way — all the way down, BETTER ;' 2 ore nape 


Angie's angelic face has : Angie sold for $70+ 
nag that Pe a THAN * hana production cost 
athroa leep. w ‘ 

“born with a taste for if wea! ee valid cay 


Angie has breasts that are firm and ~ae 
exciting to touch. Not huge, but bigger 
than you'd expect on such a sweet, 
young thing. Her nipples are perky 


French,” and she'll satisfy # 95 
oe FIRM, DETAILED BREASTS > “ eh g 
.* ' mM ¥ , oem 


TIGHT 


and hard, and they stick out under a FITTING 
T-shirt. The temptation to reach out “GREEK” 
and make them your own will be 

irresistible. FEATURES 


For those who delight 
in the unusual, Angie 
is happy to take it any 
way you want to give 
it. Her tight little ass 
is just right for those 
nights when you 
crave an experience 
that’s just a little 
different. 


7” VAGINA WITH PULSATING OPTION 


And when it's time to plunge into her waiting woman- ’ 
hood you'll be pleasantly surprised at the better than “ei \ 
real sensation you'll experience as you gently slip a \ 
into the most throbbing, exciting seven inches of < 

warm, wet vibrating womanflesh you've ever imagined. \ 
What a comfort to know that Angie is always there to ¥ are 


want you, to a you, to satisfy you again and again. \\.BUYER BEWARE!! 
SHE TALKS, TOO 


Buy Angie with her talking option and 
let her spur you on to greater heights 
of sensual expression. Hear her moan 
in the ecstasy of repeated climax. Listen 
to her whisper tender phrases like, 
“Kiss me, kiss me!” or “Do it harder!” 
and many others. It’s the extra touch 
that can bring your fantasies to life, 
and only Angie has it. 


Remember, Angie is totally new. She is not inflated with 
air or some kind of gas that comes in a pressure can and 


Don't confuse Angie with 

an inferior competitor with a so 

called ‘foam expander” in an 

aerosol can. The “expander” is 

nothing more than a can of gas which 
you use to “expand” an inadequate 
amount of inferior foam. When the gas 
leaks out, the doll goes flat. Insist on the 
Genuine Angie Doll . . . packed tight with 
resilient, weight supporting foam. There is 
no substitute. 


MAIL MART, Dept.V275 Box 44241, 
Panorama City, Calif. 91412 


Please check items desired. 


leaks out in a day or two. You pack her tight with soft, la peep reap gees boxe ee fis Wd oA pon 
He * LJ eluxe Angie wi ectronically Fuisating Vagina ......... e 
resilient foam (supplied). So she can never leak or go Deluxe Pulsating Angie with Soft Sexy Voice option ....... $57.95 


(] Pulsating, Talking Angie + Furry Frontal Hair & Sexy Panties $67.95 

Extra Wigs, $10 ea. Blonde [_] Black(Angie’s reg. hair is brunette.) 

(] Special Vac-U-Suc Companion (Sucks Like Crazy!!), add $10 

TOTAL AMOUNT $ a 4 Cash [] Check ] Money Order 
Here’s a $10 deposit. I'll pay balance + $3 in COD service fees 

to the postman. (No CODs outside USA.) Calif. residents add 6% sales tax 
I'm enclosing an extra $3.50 for Airmail shipment 


flat, leaving you disappointed. (Also . . . she can be 
unpacked for easy storage.) Her limbs and torso feel 
firm, like a real girl. When you press her close she 


yields just enough, not too much. You can close your 
eyes and make her the girl of your dreams. Yet despite 
all this, you no longer have to pay a premium. Now we 
can sell Angie for no more than you'd have to pay for an 
Ordinary doll. You'll love Angie . . . and Angie will love 
you! As often and as long as you desire. 


Name. 


Address 
City. State Zip 


Swing Club 


NAMES, PHONE NUMBERS, 
PLUS ADDRESSES 
AND PERSONAL ADS 
OF SWINGING GIRLS; GUYS, 
COUPLES & BI’‘S IN YOUR AREA 
ANXIOUS TO MEET YOU 


CALL NOW 
1-618-332-6060 


P.O. BOX 1770 CAHOKIA, IL 62206 


CONDOMS 


Shiek - 12 Lubricated 
Trojan - 12 Lubricated 
Trojan - 12 Ribbed Lubricated .. . 
Natural Lamb - 3 pack 


PILLS 


OVERTIME® Americas stongest stimulant, 
90 caps $14.00, 360 special $36.00. 


SIBERIAN GINSENG - 100 caps $8.00. 
ORDERLINE 919-762-1531 


Master Charge, VISA, C.O.D. 
1.B.D. Box 2189, Wilmington, N.C. 28402 


JULIES HOT LINE 


Hi, my name is Julie. I would really 
like you to call me, so I have 
someone to share my fantasies with, 
via telephone. 


1-415-775-6868 


P.S. Make sure you are alone, 


so we don’t get interrupted. 


MELANIE’S EROTIC 
TELE-PHONE SEX 


IF YOU ARE HIGHLY SUSCEPTIBLE TO SEXUAL 
STIMULATION, CALL ME OR ONE OF MY FOXY GIRL 
FRIENDS WELL SERVE YQU ANYWAY YOU LIKE IT 
SO YOU'LL CUM AGAIN. AND AGAIN 


eee ee Sachem MASTERCARD 
CALL 213-651-0820 ica accepteD 
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erica’s 


erotic phone sex 


Just relax & let me bring 
ultimate pleasure to every part 
of your body. | wanna make all 
your fantasies come true. 

Cum with me now. 


(213) 275-6082 


VISA e MASTERCHARGE 


OF GIRLS WHO | 
LOVE IT! 


Expensive, but worth it. Real hot 

numbers of hot women in your \& 

immed. area. Nota mimeo sheet. Each 

order indiv. computer matched to your 

ZIP code. No forwarding fees or 

charges. Call them up as soonas you receive you 

order. Not hustlers. Real nice girls who like hearing from men for 
intimate conversation and dates. Waiting for your call 


[J] 4NUMBERS, $10 
-] 10 NUMBERS, $20 
to Pick Up Girls 20 NUMBERS, $35 
by Eric Weber 35 NUMBERS. $50 
NUMBERS, Box 7100-C 
North Hollywood, Ca. 91609 


FREE BOOK WITH 
$20 OR MORE “How 


® RECEIVE BOTH ITEMS ‘ 
@ ABSOLUTELY FREE WHEN YOU 
$ SEND JUST £2 FOR OUR GIANT DISCOUNT CATALOG! 


PE Bok 
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HANDSOME-UP 


For poor grown penis come up to Handsome- 
up. Impotence, malfunctions during meno- 
pause, etc. Extend your cock, don’t get caught 
short. Handsome-up stimulates the cell tissue 
of the testes and will also adjust the secretion 
of hormone. You will enjoy a more happy 
and beautiful life. Refrain from lending 
Handsome-up to others to avoid any possible 
skin diseases. 

Order your Handsome-up from: 

Happy Life Corporation 
P.O. Box 41082 Chicago, Illinois 60641 


Enclosed please find my check or money order for a 
total of $19.95. Allow 4-6 Weeks for Delivery. 

I am over 18 years of age. 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY 


STATE ZIP 


Signature 


Super Fast 
Same Day Service 
At No Extra Cost! 


Our strongest 
Full Climax films 
now available in: 
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THE KENNEDY AFFAIR 
(continued from page 108) 


through the splintered windshield and 
landed on the crushed hood; the driver 
was impaled on the steering column. 

Realizing he’d fired his last round, 
Bolt tossed the gun aside. He climbed 
into the Volvo, and the engine roared to 
life. 

Hostrand was quickly in his rearview 
mirror as the speedometer crept easily 
up to 160 kilometers. He was on his 
way —but he was by no means safe. 

He had violated the sanctity of the 
“safe town” and had killed several of 
its “honored citizens.” It was an act 
that could not go unavenged. He was 
a marked man. From this moment on, 
assassins from every government agency 
in the world would be after him. 

What he had learned about the Ken- 
nedy assassination was useless, since he 
had no proof. The only hard evidence 
had been the Steiner film, and it no 
longer existed—just as he no longer 
existed. For all intents and purposes the 
Congressional investigator named Jeff- 
rey Bolt had died in Hostrand. 

By the time the Volvo zoomed past 
Hassleholm on the road to Malmo, Bolt 
had pretty much figured out his next 
few moves. First he would put his 
clothes and identification on the gun- 
man’s body still in the trunk. Then he’d 
torch the car. That would buy him a lit- 
tle time. When the authorities finally 
discovered who the charred victim was, 
Bolt would be aboard a freighter bound 
for Lebanon. Once in the Middle East 
he would hire on as a mercenary and 
lose himself in any country that required 
his services. 

Deep down, Bolt knew his enemies 
would never cease looking for him. 
From here on, every person he met 
could be a potential assassin. It was Bolt 
against the world—and they had both 
the manpower and the firepower to 
destroy him. 

But he had a kind of power they 
didn’t: a sixth sense. He had once 
thought of his ESP as a gift. Now he saw 
it as a weapon—one that gave him a de- 
cided edge for survival. 

Bolt knew he must master this strange 
new weapon, much as he had already 
mastered Tae Kwon Do. Just as he had 
disciplined his body through the study 
of martial arts, so too he must discipline 
his mind to use his ESP to the best ad- 
vantage. And just like Tae Kwon 
Do, it would take long, arduous hours 
of practice before he was proficient 
in its use. 

It will come, Bolt thought confidently, 


Just as my enemies will come. And when they 
do, I know I'll be ready for them. @gy 
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ORGANIZED CRIME 
(continued from page 60) 


shake down Iowa Beef Processors. In 
1968 the company had begun a revolu- 
tionary distribution system known as 
“boxed beef.” Rather than ship the en- 
tire carcass, IBP would remove fat and 
bone at its plant, cut the meat into 
smaller portions, and ship it to stores in 
refrigerated corrugated boxes. Since 
IBP’s future hinged on the success of 
boxed beef in the lucrative New York 
market, the packer naturally would have 
to do business with Moe Steinman. 

Boxed beef, however, was not des- 
tined for immediate success. Supermar- 
kets refused to buy, fearing union butch- 
ers—whose jobs were threatened by the 
emerging trend—might go out on strike. 
The situation grew tense. Butchers’ 
unions struck IBP’s home plant in 
Dakota, Nebraska, and the strike spread 
to other facilities. 

IBP President Currier Holman had 
good cause to worry. His firm was clear- 
ly in trouble. One day, he received an 
unexpected phone call from a low-vol- 
ume meat wholesaler named Benny 
Moscowitz, with whom he hadn’t done 
business in nearly ten years. Moscowitz 
suggested that Holman meet with Moe 
Steinman. At the time, Steinman was 
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the head of labor relations for the huge 
Daitch Shopwell supermarket chain in 
the New York Metropolitan Area. 

Holman agreed, but failed to realize 
that Steinman was his key to selling 
boxed beef in New York. When they got 
together, Steinman suggested he could 
help Holman with his labor problems, 
but Holman still didn’t catch on. As the 
strike continued, IBP’s losses approached 
$9 million. The company’s bankers grew 
nervous and threatened to call in all out- 
standing loans unless IBP came up with 
more cash. 

“Holman was astonished,” recalls a 
former New York prosecutor now in pri- 
vate practice. “Though IBP was the na- 
tion’s largest beef packer, it was about to 
go broke because it couldn’t sell its new 
product in New York.” 

By now, Holman had little choice. 
As much as he disliked dealing with 
Steinman, he called him up to do busi- 
ness. ““We’re going to pay Moe Stein- 
man just as cheap as we can,” Holman 
told an associate, “but if we can get 
boxed meat in the chains of New York 
City without any unusual commissions, 
we got to do it.” 

A deal was then struck that would sig- 
nificantly strengthen the Mob’s hold on 
the meat industry. In return for labor 
peace, IBP agreed to pay Steinman a 
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brokerage fee of 25¢ per hundred 
pounds for all boxed beef sold within a 
125-mile radius of Manhattan. Much of 
that money was used to bribe union 
leaders and supermarkets’ meat buyers. 

Almost immediately, Steinman raised 
his brokerage fee from 25¢ to 50¢ per 
hundred pounds. “I got to buy a union 
steward,” Steinman told Holman. 

To crack this sordid racket, investiga- 
tors Nicholson, Montello and others 
watched Mob hangouts day and night. 
Mobsters and meat-industry officials are 
creatures of habit, and after a few 
months of surveillance it became obvi- 
ous the Black Angus restaurant was one 
of their favorite meeting places. 

Located just a few blocks from the 
stately Waldorf-Astoria Hotel in mid- 
town Manhattan, the now-defunct eat- 
ery understandably was one of New 
York’s premier steak houses. The beef, 
chops and salads were superb. Bartend- 
ers poured large, honest drinks, and the 
service was first-rate—clear indications 
of the proprietor’s respect for his most 
powerful customers. During the dinner 
hour the restaurant often looked as if it 
were the central headquarters for the 
New York Mafia. 

Robert Nicholson once stood inside 
near the long oak bar and watched a 
somewhat-inebriated Steinman jab a 
short, thick finger at John “Johnny 
Dio” Dioguardi, who before his death 
was the top labor racketeer in the Luc- 
chese Mafia family. 

“You listen here, Johnny,” Steinman 
said. “You don’t tell me how to run my 
business. I tell you.” 


The fact that a hood like Johnny Dio 
tolerated such uppity behavior proved 
how valuable Steinman was to the Mob’s 
master plan to control the marketplace. 

Lawmen finally amassed enough evi- 
dence to prosecute key members of Iowa 
Beef Processors. Informed they might 
have to face jail alone if convicted, they 
implicated Moe Steinman. 

While adamantly denying any Mob 
associations, Steinman agreed to aid the 
investigation by wearing a concealed 
tape recorder in the Black Angus restau- 
rant. Unfortunately, federal authorities 
working jointly with Nicholson’s superi- 
ors objected, feeling that wiring Stein- 
man would complicate an already-long 
probe. Instead, Steinman was given con- 
siderable immunity in return for his tes- 
timony. Even so, he still withheld sub- 
stantial information about his under- 
world connections. 

Currier Holman, the country’s big- 
gest beef tycoon, and his company were 
eventually convicted of conspiracy to 
bribe labor-union officials and super- 
market buyers. But the shrewd Stein- 
man, who had engineered the Iowa Beef 
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shakedown, made it impossible to con- 
nect money from IBP with bribes and 
payoffs. He was charged only with con- 
spiracy to bribe union officials, to which 
he pleaded guilty. He was also able to 
strike a deal by which he would receive 
no more than a year in jail in return for 
his testimony against 14 supermarket of- 
ficials and three union leaders. Incred- 
ibly, most of those convicted received 
suspended sentences, probation and 
fines. The longest stretch was four years. 

Holman got off with an unconditional 
discharge. And IBP, a $1-billion-a-year 
corporation steadily increasing its in- 
dustry dominance, was fined a mere 
$7,000. So much for getting tough with 
beef crooks. 

The meat probers fared better with 
another swindler, gray-haired Anthony 
“Tino” DeAngelis. A railroad worker’s 
son, DeAngelis was born in a Bronx 
tenement and entered the pork business 
at age 20, four years after dropping out 
of high school. At 23 he owned his own 
meat company, but in the mid-1950s a 
corporation he headed went bankrupt. 

Despite the failure, DeAngelis opened 
up other pork shops and quickly devel- 
oped a reputation as dean of the nation’s 
pork butchers. Some lawmen believed 
his success was due to an alleged associ- 
ation with the New York Mafia family 
run by Joseph Bonanno. 
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“Going back to the early ’60s, Tino 
sold pork to all the supermarkets in and 
around New York City and virtually 
controlled the pork market,” recalls in- 
vestigator Nicholson. “He was able to 
do this because the supermarkets were 
told by organized crime to deal with 
Tino DeAngelis.” 

But greater profits lay elsewhere. He 
later left his hog-butchering operation 
for what seemed to be a bid to corner the 
world vegetable-oil market. In its hey- 
day Tino’s Allied Crude Vegetable Oil 
Refining Corporation supplied about 
75% of America’s soybean oil and cot- 
tonseed oil for export. 

By 1963, however, DeAngelis had 
pulled a string of deviously tricky deals 
long enough to hang himself. In what 
was called the “Great Salad Oil Swin- 
dle,” one of the biggest frauds in Ameri- 
can history, he bought oil on credit, pay- 
ing 5% down. Then he used warehouse 
receipts for that oil to obtain loans to 
buy more oil. Expanding his empire 
even further, he issued nearly $100 mil- 
lion in phony warehouse receipts as col- 
lateral for more credit. 

DeAngelis’ purchases became so 
enormous that no one thought to check 
the huge storage tanks in New Jersey 
where he claimed the oil was stored. 
When the tanks were finally inspected, 
they were found to be almost empty. 
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DeAngelis had bilked dozens of legiti- 
mate bankers, brokers and businesses of 
more than $150 million. 

The rotund, heavy-cheeked DeAnge- 
lis eventually pleaded guilty to fraud 
and conspiracy. He served seven years 
of a 20-year term in federal prison, ap- 
parently without learning his lesson. For 
when he was paroled, Tino began anoth- 
er scam—known to police as the “Little 
Pig Swindle” —selling nearly $7 million 
worth of porkers he didn’t own. This 
time he was charged with three counts 
of mail fraud and one count of racketeer- 
ing. Although he’s currently serving a 
new eight-year prison term, investiga- 
tors believe his family is actively run- 
ning his meat business until he’s released. 

DeAngelis has also been implicated in 
what angry creditors called the “Ham 
Scam.” This caper allegedly involved 
the acquisition of $990,000 worth of 
fresh hams that never were paid for. The 
Ham Scam is currently under investiga- 
tion by the federal Organized Crime 
Strike Force in New York City and 
Newark, New Jersey. 

Of all the dozens of jndustry scandals 
prosecuted over the years, none ever 
achieved the notoriety of New York 
City’s Merkel meat fraud of the 1960s. 
The scam involved selling meat from 
diseased animals, some of it so tainted it 
had to be treated with formaldehyde 
(the toxic chemical undertakers use to 
preserve corpses). 

Just how many people got sick or had 
heart attacks after eating Merkel’s pu- 
trid meat is conjecture. Clearly, Merkel 
owner Norman Lokietz wasn’t worried 
about anybody’s health. The only thing 
that mattered to him was where he got 
his meat and for how low a price. 

Much of Merkel’s meat came from a 
brokerage company operated by Charles 
“Charlie Callahan” Anselmo, a con- 
victed loanshark. By buying low-grade 
meat adulterated with chemicals and 
additives—the trade calls it “mystery 
meat” — Merkel was able to successfully 
bid for several catering contracts. 


“Merkel was able to buy meat for 10¢ 
a pound where competitors were paying 
40¢,” says investigator Robert Nichol- 
son. “And they used that 30¢ edge to 
walk off with the market.” 

In the one year Merkel conducted 
business the company supplied lunches 
for the entire New York City public- 
school system, city hospitals, correction- 
al facilities, the Army and Navy, paro- 
chial schools and private hospitals. 
Some of the meat was substandard 
horsemeat, undoubtedly contributing to 
institutional food’s already-unsavory 
reputation. 

Merkel’s big price advantage enabled 
it to pay off buyers, union officials and 
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health inspectors. The competitive edge 
seemed unbeatable until Lokietz began 
suspecting the police were on to his 
dirty-meat business. Then came a phone 
call that is legendary among lawmen fa- 
miliar with the case. Lokietz had rung 
up his supplier, Charlie Anselmo. 

“Ts your wire clear? Not tapped?” 
Lokietz asked nervously. Obviously, he 
had no idea his own conversations were 
being legally bugged by the police. 
“This meat in Jersey, you know why 
they’re looking for it? We just got the 
report. On the q.t. Is this horsemeat?” 

Anselmo’s answer was vague. He 
wouldn’t say whether the meat in New 
Jersey was horsemeat. The frustrated 
Lokietz finally put the question so 
bluntly that Anselmo had to respond. 

“Does it moo?” 

“Well,” Anselmo replied, ‘“‘some of it 
moos, and some of it don’t moo.” 

Anselmo told Lokietz not to worry. In 
fact, even a corrupt meat inspector had 
told Lokietz the same thing. But federal 
investigators were stalking Anselmo; if 
they found dirty meat at Merkel, the en- 
suing negative publicity would cause 
the business to go under. 

Lokietz was anxious to unload his last 
shipment of mystery meat, but an asso- 
ciate attempted to relieve his fears. “It’s 
not a calamity, but I wouldn’t bring any 
more of it in,” the associate told him. 
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“That’s exactly it—we’ll finish up,” 
replied Lokietz, meaning Merkel would 
use only what inferior meat remained. 

Lokietz thought he could avoid prose- 
cution by bribing New York City’s mar- 
kets commissioner, a brazen move that 
backfired and ultimately sealed his fate. 
Soon thereafter, lawmen raided the Mer- 
kel plant and seized 40,000 pounds of 
inferior beef, horsemeat and other inedi- 
ble meat that had been labeled with 
counterfeit inspection stamps. At the 
time of the crackdown, investigators un- 
covered evidence that the same scam 
was going on in Boston, Cleveland and 
Pittsburgh. 

“The people from whom Merkel 
bought this stuff are in a Mob-operated 
enterprise,” said Markets Commissioner 
Albert Pacetta. “Obviously there is a 
bootleg meat-fabrication plant where 
they bone, chop and package this meat. 
The ring has facilities for transporting 
and storing its product. It has to be ona 
national scale.” 

Although there has been nothing 
since to rival the great Merkel scandal, 
law-enforcement officials believe the 
Mob still operates in this fashion. It is 
simply too easy to bribe Department of 
Agriculture inspectors to pass inferior 
ballpark hot dogs, deli meats and 
sausages—meat that is spiced with 
corruption. 


» LOSE 8-25LBS 
IN 2-6 WEEKS 
GUARANTEED RESULTS! 


The USDA, however, is not complete- 
ly rotten with inspectors on the take. In 
fact, one of its employees once actively 
fought widespread wrongdoing. John 
Coplin took over as supervisor of Chi- 
cago meat grading in 1958. But when he 
detected rampant corruption, his superi- 
ors told him to ignore it. 

Coplin stubbornly refused, risking the 
wrath of his colleagues and organized 
crime. He became the department’s 
loudest and best-known whistle-blower, 
prompting the ouster of more than 70% 
of Chicago’s federal meat graders during 
the 1960s and more than half of Los An- 
geles’ meat graders in the 1970s. 

More than once the crusade almost 
cost Coplin his life. One evening he was 
driving home with his chief assistant 
when a meat truck forced his car into a 
concrete abutment. Coplin and his aide 
both suffered broken bones. 

Despite the blatant warning that the 
Mob was serious, Coplin never backed 
down. Neither did the Mob. Several 
times he found his car tires slashed and 
the windshield broken. He received nu- 
merous threatening phone calls, but still 
he persisted. 

In 1978 Coplin discovered a large 
Chicago-area supermarket chain was 
selling inferior cuts of beef as prime— 
the top and most expensive grade. Two 
weeks later, after the FBI verified viola- 
tions in 63 of the chain’s 69 stores, his 
motor home was sabotaged. 

Coplin was denied promotion for 26 
years, a record for his department. To 
make matters worse, Department of Ag- 
riculture officials tried to transfer him 
into a do-nothing job. Two years ago 
Coplin finally grew weary of fighting the 
system and retired. 

The USDA now admits that its ability 
to root out bribery and graft is severely 
limited. ““We’ll never be able to tell ex- 
actly how much corruption is taking 
place,” complains one pessimistic agen- 
cy official. “There just aren’t enough in- 
vestigators to go around.” 

As long as a shortage of vigilant 
crimefighters continues, consumers will 
pay higher prices for lower-quality meat 
infested with all kinds of unhealthy in- 
gredients while organized crime’s grip 
on the meat industry tightens. 

“Tf the trends are not arrested, con- 
sumers can expect continued monopoly- 
induced beef-price increases,” warns 
Congressman Neal Smith (D-Iowa), 
whose subcommittee led a three-year in- 
vestigation of anticompetitive practices 
in the industry. 

The grim reality is that when Ameri- 
cans sit down to dinner, the meat— 
whether it mooed or oinked —is not only 
federally inspected but also Mob 


approved. & 
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JOHN HOLMES IN ACTION 


J 3 392 John Holmes and the All- 
j Star Sex Queens shows the fabu- 
ously hung John with Candy 
Samples, Uschi Digart, Kitten 
Nativadad, Keli Stewart, Serena, 
l Valerie Clarke, Bobbie Hall in ac- 
J tual scenes from six XXX flicks. 
240 color and b&w pix. $6.00 


I _] 393 Casanova—See the tool 
that made Casanova’a conquests 
possible and the girls who tried to 

] use it up. Plus, John and Serena 

| doing it all and 200 girls with tits 
to match the size of John’s hot 
rod. 48 pgs., color and b&w, 
8'/2x11", $10.00 
_] 394 Hard John/Hard Candy— 
Even two gorgeous girls at once 

pare no match for Superstud in 
their beauty shop or back home. 
Then, John plays a detective who 
shows Candy Samples his private 

Wick. And finally, watch Candy 

J devour her young neighbor. 

\ 63/4x 91/4", 54 pgs. $12.50 


ORAL SEX 


I _] 383 Orally Yours—From a pro 
hooker to a young girl devouring 
phe gardener’s tool. 192 pages 
full of color and b&w photos of 
oral sex at the office, in groups, 
between girls, interracially, etc. 
I 5% x 7%", $4.95 
(] 384 Sucking Candy—Candy 
Samples, that is. Chock full of the 
I world’s breast queen mouthing 
] off the president of her fan club. 
Then he finds out that Candy is 
more than a mouthful. 48 pgs., 
g Sexi’. $6.00 
_| 385 Oral Madness leads to 
i every kind of sex as a liquor store 
J owner licks his customers and 
takes a licking in return. Three 
hot film ‘‘reviews in pictures” 
complete the action. 36 pgs., 
81/2x11", full color. $12.50 


i _] 386 Oral Satisfaction—Fresh 
I young models show you how they 

perform cunnilingus and fellatio 
J through a hammock, ina barber's 
pcret in a car seat, and at the 

beach. Wait 'til you see girls with 
J pigtails, tattoos, feathers and 

more, perform oral sex acts you 
I never dreamed possible! 100 
J full-color pgs., 8'/2x11". $25.00 


j GAY/LES/BI 


| LJ 395 Lesbian Lovers shows 
more than 200 girls turning on 
Deiris with their teasing tongues 
pand snappy vaginas. Women’s 
pleasure; with tongues, touch, 
caresses, fingers, toys and more. 
81/2x11". 48 pgs. $6.00 
CJ 396 Ball Busters is about hand- 
J some Chris, hung Vic and pas- 
sionate Curt around the pool, in 
bed, on the grass, in the shower, 
in each other! 8x10'/2". 88 pgs. 
1 full color. $12.50 
398 The Initiation will initiate 
you into the world of total sexual- 
ity. See two young couples make 
B everything happen, in full-color: 
| boy-girl, boy-boy, girl- girl, and 
all 4! 82x11", 40 pgs., $12.50 
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GROUP SEX 


_] 407 Insertion—sex at its pene- 
trating best! All-color photo- 
graphs of all the ways to enter a 
woman ... two piping-hot 
women at once... voyeurs... 
top, side, and bottom positions 
... insertion in chairs, on the 
carpet, in bed, outdoors. 100 
color pages. 8'/2x11"—the most 
“in” book ever! $25.00 

_] 408 SEXsations—Don’t miss 
sex on a crutch as 2 girls overcum 
his handicap. Plus close-up shots 
in full-color of lots of 3-way sex, 
young girls with older partners 
taking It in every way possible, 
and beautiful girls allowing their 
partners to climax all over them in 
100 pages 8'/2x 11" orgiastic sex- 
ual action. $25.00 


CREME DE LA CREAM 


_] 387 Girls Who Eat Cream—lIna 
swimming pool, on a ball field, 
even just in bed, these girls like 
the joy of love all over their faces. 
192 pes. 5'/4x 73/s", $4.95 

_] 389 Climax Lovers—At Fantasy 
Whorehouse, two dance hall girls 
stick a cowboy’s six-gun into every 
one of their holsters. Then, a furry 
pussy complete with ears and tail 
laps up her tiger’s milk again and 
again. 76 color pgs., 8x10%/2", 
$8.50 

390 Cream of the Crop— 
You've never seen so much cream 
rise to the top and spill into and 
onto so many places before. 160 
full-color photos of beautiful in- 
ternational sex stars show you 
how they milk it, pasteurize it, 
and homogenize it, all at the 
same time! 100 pgs. 8'/2x11". 
$25.00 
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FETISHES 


_) 403 Swat! Spanking picture 
stories showing crime and pun- 
ishment with bare hands, shoes, 
and paddles, on acres of juicy, 
tender derrieres. 48 graphic 
81/2x11" pages. $6.00 

| 404 Shaved Review bares all, 
shaved smooth and nude. You see 
the lathering, the shaving, the 
rinsing, and the fantastic views! 
84 pages. 8'/2x 103/s” $10.00 


L] 405 Hard S/M—100 full-color 

pages show the tormenting de- 

lights of duos and trios in leather, 

sucking and biting until it hurts. 
Plus leashing, bondage, masked 

sex, whipping and beating, gag- 
ing. Sensational Sex! 8!/2x11". 
25.00 


SPECIALTY DELIVERY 

_] 399 Breast Bangers shows how 
well hung men can use young fe- 
male breasts as tools of ecstasy! 
Not just foreplay! 80 all-color 
81/2x11" pages of blondes, bru- 
nettes, blacks, whites doing it on 
their chests! $25.00 


(] 401 Ass Masters gives you a 
100-page, all-color, rear entry 
view of men and women loving it 
anally in every possible way and 
location; the bathtub, the floor, 
the bed, etc., etc. Intersexual, in- 
terracial—as long as it’s ass 
you're after, this is the book! 
8'/2x11", $25.00 


402 Double-Up—Crystal 
Dawn, Seka, Vanessa del Rio, 
Merle Michaels making love with 
2 studs in two places at the same 
time, or squeezing into 1 place! 
Terrific close-ups, incredible vari- 
ations, amazing sexual feats. 100 
blazing color pages. 8'/2x11", 


* To order, check boxes, send entire page * 


“SEKA DOES IT ALL! 


Lj 260 Erotic World— Seka does I 
her thing, his thing, their things 
from every angle and position 
using every trickin the book (and 

a few new ones) toreach climax | 
after climax with a man,a wo- 
man,a couple, two women and I 
some toys, and two men who use | 
her as a toy. 100, 8'/2x11" 
full-color pages. $25.00 i 
(_] 643 Private Affairs—100 blaz- | 
ing full-color pages, graphically 
depicting Seka doing two pool 
men (in every way possible), lov- 
ing a lesbian, making it with an- 
other beauty and her Hollywood 
agent, practicing on the piano 
teacher in black lace, and throw- # 
ing a bang-up surprise party with 
some friends. 8'/2x 11", $25.00. 


XXX FILM BOOKS 
[] 599 Diamond Collection High- f 
lights Whether it’s a rich old man H 
with a sweet young thing, a Swed- 
ish blond with a black stud, a 
black girl and her Sugar Daddy, or 
a tattooed lady taking it all in, 
you'll see sex performed in every 
way . 48 pgs., 8!/2x 11", $13.50. 
_] 414 Superstars Of Film—Su- 1 
perstuds like John Seeman, Don J 
Fernando, and R.J. Reynolds do it 
all to Seka, Blondie, Desiree, 9 
Vanessa, Brook, Jessie, and 
more—like Kyoto and 2 friends 
performing Japanese style, Aunt 
Peg making her stud cry ‘‘uncle”’, 
Lisa de Leeuw with a girl and al 
boy together. See 2-in-1, 1- in-2, 
and every other combo in 100, 
8'/2x 11" color pages, $25.00. I 
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_] 416 TV. in Rubber—Transsex- 
ual Toni has beautiful breasts, 
long legs, and male genitals, & 
Watch this She-Male teach her J 
love slave, Steve, about the joys 
and the pain of rubber panties, 1] 
leather whips, and spiked heels. j 
48 pgs. 8'/2x11", $6.00 

_] 655 She-Male Encounters— 
See Sultry Sylvia fool the blond j 
pool man into becoming her 
slave. By the time he finds ‘‘the 
truth'’, She-Male Sylvia is ei 
master. Then watch Carnal Candy 
punish her transvestite maid, 
Edith, into loving submission. 80 
incredible XXX pages in blazing 
color. 8!/2x 11", $25.00. 
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3 unexpurgated XXX photo mags 
in full-color showing young i 
models performing incredibly fj 
explicit sexual acts. | 


(] 410 Sexy M—From the Con- 


noisseur Series, in 4 languages. 1 
hot pix 64 pgs.67/ax 93/s", $10.00. 


1 411 Pleasure—88 pages of 
XXX fantasies in blazing color that 1 
will make you come to ecstasy. J 
6'/8x94/a", $15.00 
_| 413 Blasen—Blasen means I 
blowing. These 132 pages will J 
blow more than your mind. The 
hottest sex from Germany in de- 1 
luxe 67/sx 10” format. $25.00 | 
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PROFILE: MERLE HAGGARD 
(continued from page 54) 


Bonnie explained. “The rest of the time 
there may have been about 15 others 
who were ahead of me.” 

One of those was an attractive singer 
(coincidentally, with the same first name 
as his first wife), Leona Williams, who 
became the third Mrs. Merle Haggard 
in a 1978 ceremony. To prove there 
were no hard feelings, Bonnie served as 
bridesmaid. Leona and Haggard had 
started dating before his legal separation 
from Bonnie. 

“We had lots of arguments,” Leona 
remembers. “He’d go back to Bonnie 
and then come back to me. I tried to get 
away from him, but when you really 
love somebody, you can’t.” 

As Haggard approached his 40th 
birthday, however, an overload of career 
pressures and personal problems seemed 
to come to a head. He became painfully 
conscious of the deepening lines in his 
face and the gray in his hair. 

“That period could be described as 
my male menopause,” Haggard ex- 
plains. ‘““From about age 38 to 42 I was 
highly confused and depressed. I got to 
where I didn’t have any desire. I 
couldn’t make any plans from one day to 
the next. I was so screwed up, I couldn’t 


trust my own judgment. Finally, I 
thought, J/’m sick of all this! I might as 
well retire and live off my song royalties.” 

For six months Haggard retreated to 
his secluded Spanish-modern home not 
far from Redding, California, and the 
isolation of his houseboat on nearby 
Lake Shasta. But even amid this natural 
serenity, his problems didn’t diminish. 

“T discovered that whether or not 
you're being paid to perform, you still 
have all the same aggravations,”’ Hag- 
gard says. “People still recognized me 
and imposed on my privacy. There 
ended up being about 50 people on my 
boat every day. I found out that I 
couldn’t escape. So I knocked on the 
door of my personal prison—the music 
business—and asked to be let back in.” 

The self-imposed exile seemed to 
rejuvenate Haggard. His subsequent 
performances demonstrated a fresh mu- 
sical vitality that not only pleased 
longtime Haggard fans but won a host 
of new admirers. A year later he cele- 
brated his third decade in the business 
by signing a multimillion-dollar con- 
tract with Columbia Records. The 
record deal and lucrative one-night tour 
bookings would again make him a weal- 
thy man. 


* * * 
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panses of Texas prairies and cotton 
fields, Haggard’s tour bus braked to a 
stop in a seemingly desolate crossroads 
community. But as soon as he and his 
musicians set foot in a fly-specked diner 
to grab a late breakfast, their songs were 
blaring out of the jukebox, and dozens 
of curious country-music fans had de- 
scended upon them. 

With weary resignation, Haggard 
shook hands, signed autographs and 
made small talk with fawning waitresses, 
while his untouched order of eggs and 
hash browns grew cold. Even his well- 
practiced politeness could not hide his 
uneasiness at being made the unwilling 
center of attention. 

“Merle’s often told me he would have 
been happier if he’d just been a guitar 
player in somebody else’s band, instead 
of astar,” said Leona Williams, climbing 
back on the bus. She returned a moment 
later with the three aspirin Haggard had 
requested for a mild tension headache, 
and a can of Sprite to wash them down. 

Haggard’s third marriage, like his 
first two, has been plagued by substan- 
tial discord. Only a few months after 
their wedding the Haggards separated 
and threatened to file for divorce. They 
reconciled several months later. But, by 
early 1981, they had split up again. 

This time, Haggard had actually 
started divorce proceedings when a 
newspaper reported that famed attorney 
Melvin Belli was about to file a counter- 
suit in Leona’s behalf. 

“(The suit] will charge that Ms. 
Williams was repeatedly battered and 
beaten by her husband,” Belli was 
quoted as saying. “Leona has just gotten 
out of the hospital, where she spent a 
week as a result of the beating by Hag- 
gard. That’s going to be part of the suit, 
and so will the fact that Haggard did 
such things to her while he was under 
the influence of alcohol or drugs.” 

These remarks, which were later heat- 
edly denied by both Belli and Leona, 
sent Haggard into a rage. Furthermore, 
the adverse publicity they generated 
cost him dearly, alienating many of his 
fans and causing several personal- 
appearance bookings to be canceled. 
Recalling the newspaper report a year 
later, Haggard still seethed with anger. 

“T was totally pissed off at the media,” 
he said. “There wasn’t a damn bit of 
truth to anything they printed. There’s 
enough trash and bullshit in my life 
without people adding a bunch of false 
and unnecessary crap like that. When all 
this shit hit the papers, each of us began 
getting anonymous phone calls sayin’ 
derogatory things about the other one. 

“We were separated at the time, and 
Leona was livin’ in Nashville. One 
phone caller told her I was in Nashville 
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The Incredible John Holmes Super Pump 
Has Helped Thousands Of Men To 


Overcome The Problems And Insecurities 


Of A Penis That Is Too Small! 


Our Annie knows men! She understands the 
complex problems ‘‘small’’ men can have, es- 
pecially when they're about to perform with a 
woman. 


Annie recommends the fabulous John Holmes 
Super Pump. Why? Let Annie tell you, in her own 
way, in this frankly fictitious interview with 
porn’s incredible Mr. Stud. This dramatization 
shows an answer you may have been search- 
ing for. 


Annie: Mr. Stud, I’ve seen quite a few of 
your better films and I’ve got to admit 
you've turned me on many times. You al- 
ways look so confident, so sure of yourself 
with women. Did you always have that 
masterful touch? 


Mr. Stud: Actually, no, Annie . I know a lot 
of people are going to be surprised by this, 
but before I got into films, I was terribly 
insecure about myself. I was awkward and 
worried about all sorts of things. Mostly, I 
just scared myself into feelings of rejection. 


Annie: What did you do? How did you over- 
come it? 


Mr. Stud: I was very lucky. I met a warm 
loving woman who wasn’t afraid to go to 
bed with me—in spite of my size. I know it 
sounds ridiculous, but being too big has its 
own handicaps. I used to think I'd hurt a 
woman, and it made me gun-shy, so to 
speak. But I can really understand a guy 
who feels he’s too small to please a woman. 


Annie: I think I know what you mean. I 
really do. I know | prefer a man who’ gota 
good technique in bed. That counts for a lot. 
But if I had to choose between two men who 
were both terrific lovers, I have to admit I'd 
go for the one with a bigger penis first. It’s 
just a natural female preference. 

Mr. Stud: I’ve heard it both ways, Annie . 
That size doesn’t mean as much as tech- 
nique, and that size is the only thing that 
matters. Does bigger really mean better? 
Annie: Speaking for myself, definitely yes! 
I enjoy looking at a big penis, fondling it 
and holding it. And when I’m making love, 
the feeling of really being filled completely 
is what gets me off every time! 


Mr. Stud: That's great, Annie , if you're with 
a guy who’ well hung like—well, like me. 
Or even with a lover who's amply endowed. 
But what about the guy whos undersized 
and who may feel somewhat inadequate? 
He needs some loving, too. 


BREAKTHROUGH 


Annie: Fortunately there is something for 
the man with a small penis. It was de- 
veloped in England by a {sites just to solve 
this problem. Medical science is skeptical, 
but already there is a study published by a 
prominent doctor that shows that the penis 
can be made larger. Actually longer and 
thicker! 

Mr. Stud: If what you say is true, Annie , 
then there is real hope for the man who 
feels he is too small. What is this device or 
method? 


THE JOHN HOLMES 
SUPER PUMP 


Annie: Quite simply, John, it’s a personal 
suction device. Just follow the instructions 
and its safe and simple to use. The penis fits 
inside, and you can see what’s happening 
through the transparent sheath. I’ve seen it 
in use, and the results seemed amazing! 


© J.H. Products 


J.H. Products Dept. JMH221 


(N.Y. & Ct. residents add sales tax.) 


Name. 


P.O. Box 2551, Grand Central Station, New York, N.Y. 10163 


Sirs: Rush my John Holmes Super Pump ina plain wrapper now! | have enclosed 
my check or m.o. for $39.95 plus $2 and I understand f. 
days, and if | am not delighted, I can return it for an immediate refund. 


Mr. Stud: There really is hope for “small” 
men! 


Annie: You bet there is. So much so that 
we're offering it to men with an uncondi- 
tional money-back guarantee. Even though 
some men may take longer to achieve re- 
sults than others, and even though some 
users might not follow directions carefully 
enough, we guarantee that if a man doesn’t 
get the results he expects, or doesn’t get the 
improvement he needs in 30 days, he can 
return the SUPER PUMP for a prompt and 
full refund, no questions asked. 


Mr. Stud: Sounds like a “Can’t lose” offer to 
me, Annie . What does it cost, and howcana 
man get it? 

Annie: Simple! He can write to the address 
below and send a check or money order for 
$39.95 plus postage and handling. We mail 
the SUPER PUMP in a plain wrapper. He 
can even charge it on Mastercharge or Visa, 
and we will ship the SUPER PUMP with 
complete instructions immediately. 

Mr. Stud: With an offer like this, backed by 
a money-back guarantee, every small man 
owes it to himself to try the JOHN 
HOLMES SUPER PUMP. And once they 
start to get results, their self confidence 
and ability to satisfy women will naturally 
start to go up. And with changes like that, 
he’s got to score. 


can use it for a full 30 


Address. 


City 
CJ MC [() Visa Exp. 


Account # 


State Zip 


Intbk# 


(code #839) 


Canadian residents add 25%. Send to: 21st Century Products, Inc. 
10 Alden Rd., Unit #6, Markham, Ontario L3R 2S1 
[ON SRE NES ORG CR So) RA GEA GREE GE EN Ooee eA AE GOIN Me ED GIT ae 


ere: 


Fantasy 
Hotline 


VISA/MC 


| hear you’ve got 


fantasies! So do |. 

I'm Bridget. 

Cum Fantasizing with 
me. One ring brings 
instant climax. Call me. 


LISA’S PHONE AFFAIRS 


Hi, are you about to do it by yourself? 
So am |. Unless you P-L-E-A-S-E call me 
So perhaps we can do it together. 
1-213-656-4042 


P.S. MY NAME IS LISA’ 


ENLARGE “\@ 
YOUR PENIS ly 


A penis development method that really 

works! The new VACUMASTER PUMP—for 

the man who wants. 1. A longer, thicker, more 

impressive penis! 2. A bigger, more powerful erection! 3. To 

overcome problems of “softness” and lack of control! You |i 

start improving immediately with this simple easy to use 

scientifically designed vacuum system. It’s also enjoyable 

land relaxing. Age makes no difference! You owe it to 

yourself today—to become a new man— tomorrow! 

Selling elsewhere for $25 — our price only $12.95 
OR custom deluxe model only $14.95 


SUPERIOR MFG. CO. Dept. 1016 
P.O. Box 64748 Los Angeles. Ca 90064 


JACKIE?S 
NE SEX 


213/274-8258 
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too, that I was drunk in a bar, that I’d 
found out where she was and that I was 
gonna kill her. Naturally, it threw her 
into hysterics.” 

Haggard glanced toward the back of 
the bus, where Leona was quietly read- 
ing. “I wasn’t in Nashville,” he added 
with disgust. “I was in Louisiana, gettin’ 
ready to do a show. Everything was get- 
tin’ way out of hand.” 

Eventually, Haggard and Leona with- 
drew their respective divorce suits and 
settled their differences. ““We’ve been 
together, off and on, for seven years 

Haggard said in more-subdued 
tones. “We both have very strong per- 
sonalities, and due to the nature of our 
business—singing with one another— 
we're often together 24 hours a day. 
Sure, we’ve had our share of clashes. But 
over the last year or so the two of us 
have finally grown up.” 


* * * 


Around 9 p.m. that evening, Hag- 
gard’s tour bus came to a halt just out- 
side Lubbock’s modernistic Civic Audi- 
torium. Inside, a rowdy audience of sev- 
eral thousand waited expectantly. 

As the lights went down and Haggard 
launched into ‘Mama Tried,” “The Fu- 
gitive’ and ‘Workin’ Man’s Blues,” 
many of these fans surged toward the 
stage. Whatever their ages or back- 
grounds, they could hear the clear ring 
of truth in his songs of pain, loneliness, 
strength and ultimate survival. From the 
mournful way Haggard wrapped his 
voice around the high notes, and from 
the quiet, unassuming sense of honesty 
in his face, they could tell he really had 
been down the same wrong roads they’d 
traveled—and then some. 

Along with Haggard’s stirring perfor- 
mance, the razor-edged excitement of 
The Strangers’ twin fiddles and electric 
lead guitar eventually pulled the audi- 
ence out of its seats. They stood on 
chairs, cheering and waving cowboy 
hats wildly above their heads. In re- 
sponse, Haggard’s usually somber face 
brightened. 

After the show, he and Leona rushed 
off the stage with the thunder of the 
standing ovation still ringing in their 
ears. The demands of being on the road 
had been replaced, at least for a while, 
by a rare feeling of exhilaration. 

As Haggard climbed back on the bus, 
a noisy crowd of gawking and screaming 
admirers was already beginning to gath- 
er outside. But instead of cringing like a 
prisoner in the shadows as he did in 
Brownwood, Haggard cracked a broad 
smile and joyfully clapped one of his 
musicians on the back. 

“Sometimes we do get out of prison,” 
he beamed. “Every once in a while we 


do get paroled!” Ge 


Marilyn’s Telephone Sex 


Call me, don’t wait, 
I’ve got what it takes 
We can have some fun 
Gettin’ acum 
On the telefun! 
Over the phone, 
ll blow in your ear 
And suck your cock, 
And do whatever 

it takes to rock! 


—VISA OR MASTERCARD ACCEPTED— 


CALL (213) 418-1111 


24 HOURS, 7 DAYS— 


GOOD VIBRATIONS 


CARESS VIBRATOR 
At last! Made of latex so tantalizingly 
soft, so irresistibly fleshlike and so 
amazingly flexible, you'll have to ask 
yourself, “Is it CARESS or the real 
thing?” Feeling is believing, but the 
new CARESS VIBRATOR does 
yield more readily to your body's 
unique contours — more so than 
any other battery powered vibrator 
we've tested. In addition, CARESS 
is variable speed. With the end-cap 
twist switch, you can adjust the vi- 
brations to whatever you desire 
from a gentle, teasing flutter to a 
pulse pounding thrill. A full 7 inches 
long. Batteries included. Just $12.95 
with money-back guarantee 


WILD NEW VIBRATOR! 


It's textured! Has a slim, pointed tip for probing small areas. 
Flared base to pleasure the entire vaginal area! Batteries in- 
cluded. Pyramid vibrator only $6.95. 


SPECIAL COMBINATION: CARESS and PYRAMID: $14.95. 


Order both vibrators and receive a free instruction book 
which tells you exactly how to use your vibrator for clitoral 
and vaginal stimulation to achieve orgasmic release every 


time! 
FREE PHOTO BOOK! 


To introduce you to Adam & Eve's exclu- 
sive line of sexual bestsellers, we're mak- 
ing an unprecedented introductory offer! 
AFREE 176-page book bursting with doz- 
ens of explicit, close-up photos of the 
most arousing sexual positions you've 
ever seen! Send just $2 for postage and 
handling and we'll rush your free photo 
book plus illustrated 48-page catalog 


That's right! Over 100 illus- 
trated sexual positions are 
included in this all-new photo 
book of sexual love. In 101 
Sexual Positions, you will 
learn techniques handed 
down through the ages and 
lavishly illustrated in dozens of 
never-before-published pho- 
tos. 160 pages. Introductory 
price, only $4.98. 


SAVE! Get Both Books For Only $5.98. 


CONDOMS BY MAIL! 


Your choice of the best men’s contraceptives — Trojans, Nuda, SCORE! 
Stimula and 35 other brands! Plain package, satisfaction guaranteed 
Sampler pack of assorted condoms — $2. 


GUARANTEE — All products from Adam & Eve come with a money-back 
guarantee. You must be absolutely satisfied with everything you order or 
you may return the item for replacement or refund — no questions asked 


Box 900, Dept. HU-26 
Carrboro, NC 27510 


Please rush in plain package under money-back guarantee 
O #J2 CARESS Vibrator 
O #5AA PYRAMID Vibrator 
OC #8AA Both Vibrators and 
Free Instruction Book 
O #FB2 Free Photo Book (P&H Only) 
O #9L 101 Sex Positions 
O #KK7 Both Books 
0 #C9 Condoms 
O #2NN All 5 Products (SAVE!) 
Name 
Address 
City State Zip 


OVER 900,000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS 


cAdam & Eve 


CLIP OUT ENTIRE PAGE WHEN ORDERING BY MAIL AND SEND WITH CHECK, MONEY ORDER, OR CHARGE CARD INFORMATION 


Thru the masters Ves : affaclli f 


& "A Private Affair” 
Seka and Mei Ling team up with their 
well-hung friend for 3-way sex that'll 
blow your mind! Lots of climaxes!! 


eare2e COLOR $19.95 


a 


@ anal Licstasy 

Seka enjoys some wild ‘‘backdoor” thrills 
with a giant dildo and her lover’s gigantic 
erection!! 


career COLOR $19.95 


Si Pastel Passions 

Seka and Gina thrill each other with a vi- 
brator, then share the pleasures of their 
friend’s huge cock!! 


earazxs COLOR 919.95 


ORDER BY PHONE 


VISA' 24 HRS. A DAY - 7 DAYS A WEEK 
MASTERCHARGE OR VISA ONLY! 


cat (213) 365-4593 


WE’LL TAKE $2 OFF YOUR ORDER TO PAY FOR THE CALL, 
PLUS SEND YOU A FREE $5 SWEDISH MAG AS A BONUS! 


ENJOY SEK A ALL. SIX WAYS 
ON FILM! 


6 Brand-New COLOR FILMS BY RON 
RAFFAELLI! Starring SEKA, the #1 STAR of sex films 
today!! You’ve never seen SEKA in action so hot & excit- 


ing! ie B 


SPECIAL VIDEO OFFERS 


1 HOUR VIDEOTAPE WITH SOUND! This videotape 
contains SPECIAL EXTRA LONG VERSIONS of the 
6 SEKA FILMS shown here, accompanied by an arous- 


ing musical soundtrack! FULL COLOR 
#AFV-832 ONLY 

PLEASE SPECIFY: 

CU VHS LJ BETA 


FREE 


GIANT COLOR CATALOG! 
SEND FOR YOURS TODAY! 


NO PURCHASE 
[J " NECESSARY! 
$5.00 Value! 


Catalog Included With All Orders. 


Signature 
Print Your Name 
Address 


City 


8 : keavenly Bodies 

Seka and a huge-breasted oriental maiden 
in a sizzling lesbian love session. Astound- 
ing oral close-ups!! 


caress COLOR 919.95 


& "Desert Flower 

On a picnic in the desert, Seka takes on 
TWO MEN AT ONCE and drains every 
drop they’ve got!! 


saraxo COLOR 919.95 


» 


Scka's Sauna 

Seka shows Mike just how hot her “hot 
tub”? is as she makes him cum again and 
again!! 


#AF-829 COLOR $ j 9.95 


| DECLARE THAT | AM AN ADULT BEING 21 YEARS OF AGE OR OVER. | de 


ST BE MINIMUM OF 21 YEARS OLD! 


Ce ae 


| a as 
Offer Void In Louisiana ©1981 


DIVERSE INDUSTRIES, INC. Dept. 1017 
7651 Haskell Ave., Van Nuys, Ca. 91406 


| & MY FRIENDS ARE 
READY TO KUM WITH 
YOU NOW!! CALL... 


(213) 854-3425 


OR SEND $20 TO MICHELLE 
8033 SUNSET BLV. #160 
y L.A., CA. 


90046 


PHONE SEX 
NOW | 


MICHELLE’S 
TELE-CLIMAX 


| and my friends are 
ready to Kum with you 
NOW. Call 

(213) 854-3425 
& use your Visa Card 
Master Charge or 
send $20 
today to... 


MICHELLE’S 
8033 Sunset Blvd., #160 
Los Angeles, Ca. 90046 


LET’S GET OFF 
NO 


TOGETHER 
BY PHONE 


Guys, Girls, Couples. 
| love it all! Call 
me right now and 
use you Master 

Card or Visa 


(213) 
657-4054 


Or send $25 to 


BARBI 
8033 Sunset 
Blvd., #112 
Los Angeles, 
Ca. 90046 


4 
’'M ANDREA 


Call Now and talk — 8033 Sunset 
to me or my horny _ Bivd., #112 
girlfriends. Use your Los Angeles 
Master or Visa card or CA 90046 
send $20 to me. (213) 657-5580 


al 


ANDREA 
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Ai : Yah fe] EL SALVADOR: ONE YEAR 
, % |} LATER—Thirteen months 
ago HUSTLER warned that El 
e)) Salvador’s bloody civil war 
™ could become another Viet- 
nam. Since that time, 20,000 
more people have been sense- 
lessly killed and countless 
®| others are presumed dead— 
including HUSTLER reporter 
John Sullivan, who vanished 
|| mysteriously on December 28, 
1980. Articles Editor Richard 
3 Warren Lewis reveals the bru- 
tal torture committed against Salvadoran citizens and explains how that strategic 
nation’s struggle affects us here in the United States. 


BOUNTY HUNTERS—When ruthless criminals jump bail, they can’t flee far with 
hard-bitten bounty hunters hard on their heels. These men and women make a living 
by outwitting desperate murderers, rapists and fugitives. And though they are pro- 
viding a service, some professional trackers have a very sleazy reputation. Investiga- 
tive reporter Bruce Henderson gets hot on the trail of these relentless stalkers who 
risk all to bring their bounty back alive. 


A DEADLY EXCHANGE-—In London, a bullet rips through the brain of a sex-hun- 
gry whore. In New York, a taxicab runs down a devout, soft-spoken nun. These 
deaths are seemingly unrelated, but modern science has destined to bring the two 
together. Thrill to a terrifying new dimension in the timeless struggle between mind 
and body in J. Bradford Olesker’s thought-provoking fiction. 


GETTING HEAD—Most men say they can never get enough fellatio, and they’re 
always looking to better their pleasure. If that complaint sounds familiar, you should 
try eavesdropping on four lady panelists 
who explain to HUSTLER some very 
special techniques that will fully enable 
you and your wife or girlfriend to enjoy 
the best oral love ever. Find the satisfac- 
tion you’ve been missing in next month’s 
exciting SEX PLAY. 


PHOTO-FEATURES—No erotic fantasy 
is ever too big for next month’s center- 
fold LULU: PLEASINGLY PLUMP. 
You'll look in on Florence Nightingale’s 
soothing BEDSIDE MANNERS and enjoy 
some SKIN DIVING with a wet and horny 
twosome. To really top things off, VIO- 
LET will share with you some of her PUR- 
PLE PASSION. 


PLUS—ADVISE & CONSENT will make 
you a wiser lover; BITS & PIECES and 
HUSTLER HUMOR will tickle your fun- 
ny bone; and BEAVER HUNT will help 
you meet your fantasies with a bevy of 
splendorous beauties! 


John Wayne...a Camel fan goin’ on 24 years! 
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Tak To Camel smokers like John 
Wayne, popular Hollywood star, 
and you'll quickly see why Camels 
keep increasing their lead over the 
next: brand — in latest published 
reports by a record of 50 09 percent! * 
Clearly, nothing matches Camels’ 
blend of costly tobaccos for genuine 
mildness and specially-rich flavor! 
If you smoke for the pure pleasure of 
smoking, try Camels for 30 days. 
See what you've been missing! 


Make your own 30-Day Camel 
Mildness Test... see why more 
people find more pure pleasure 
in Camels, year after year! 


*Hrinters’ Ink, 1964 


Camels First in Sales! 


Lead second brand by record 


CAMELS AGREE WITH MORE PEOPLE THAN ANY OTHER CIGARETTE! 


PUBLIC-SERVICE ADVERTISEMENT FROM HUSTLER MAGAZINE (AUTHENTIC 1954 ADVERTISEMENT) 


Many other Fantasy Fulfilling 
Titles and Playtoys 


Order Today, 
Don't Delay! 
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NOBODY DOES IT A DECADE OF 
HOTTER! EXCELLENCE 


PRESEWNS 


Available Exclusively Through This Ad. 


CALL OUR 
24 HR. HOTLINE 
foll Free 
(800) 423-2093 


IN CALIF. CALL (213) 980-9502 


The Finest Adult Video 
Cassettes for Just $89.95 


VHS BETA PAL FORMATS 


SELECT DIRECT 
1626 N. WILCOX HOLLYWOOD, CALIF. 90028 


Please Enclose $3.50 for Our Full Color Catalog Dealer Inquiries Welcomed 
Major Credit Cards Accepted 


